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THE END 

-THE END OF MUSIC AS WE KNOW IT 
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BK3 


Former KISS guitarist steps out with his be.st solo album yet. BK3 is filled with amazing guitar work all in 
songs with great hooks. Features guests Gene Simmons. Nick Simmons. Steve Lukather. John C’orabi. 

Doug Feiger and Eric Singer 
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The Art of Malice 


Johns might be the most vcr.satile guitarist in rock - playing and writing with the likes of Marilyn 
Manson. David U’C Roth. Paul Stanley. Lynyrd Sk\ nyrd and now in Rob Zombie s current touring band. 
The Art of Malice spans multiple sri'les - hard rock, countiy. industrial, bluegrass - showiirg many sides 
of John's creativirt’ and guitar prowess. 
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miracle 

MIR.ACLE finds the band doing ^vhat they do best, and better than ever before: hard-hitting 
rock matched with lyrical honesty. Produced by Chad Gray and Greg Tibbett (Mudvayne & 

llellyeah) 
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Rue Morgue travels to Los Angeles for an 
exclusive interview and photo shoot with 
Glenn Danzig. With a new album and other 
projects ih the works, he exorcizes 
any rumours of retirement. 

PLUS; The demonic muscle-bound art of 
Danzig collaborator Simon Bisley, a review 
of Deth Red Sabaoth, and more! 

by TREVOR TUMINSKI, GABRIELLE GEISELMAN 
and DAVE ALEXANDER 


ONCE BITTEN 



Alan Ball isn’t much of a vampire fan, but 
that didn’t stop him from bringing blood 
lust to the masses. Meet the unlikely 
creator of True Blood. 

PLUS; Michelle Forbes on being the big bad 
maenad in Season Two, author Chaiiaine 
Harris' latest entry in The Southern Vampire 
Mysteries series, and more! 
by MONICAS. KUEBLER 
and JUSTIN HUMPHREYS 


12 

n HOME WITH nfim 

George A. Romero invites us over for a 
face-to-face talk about his unlikely 
new zombie western, Survival of the Dead. 

by STUART F. ANDREWS 


THE BH/THM OF FEBR 

Australian dance troupe splintergroup stages 
a paranoid nightmare in the Outback, 
by MICHAEL MITCHELL 
and MONICAS. KUEBLER 
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s we leaned over the turntable, my heart was pounding out the fear that I was about to ruin my life by 
messing with the dai1< side. It was the late ’SOs, my friend lived with his devoutly Catholic grandparents, 
and he had gotten his hands on one of their religious pamphlets that told of a secret satanic message hid- 
den in the song “Stairway to Heaven." His uncle, who lived in the basement of the house, played Dun- 
* * geons & Dragons, smoked copious amounts of hash and had a vinyl copy of the album in question: Led 
Zeppelin IV. We placed it on the platter, set the player to “neutral’' and my buddy slowly spun the record backward. 

Thick and droning, ttie whole thing sounded arcane and forbidden, but eventually we found the section with the 
supposed hidden message: “Oh, here’s to my sweet Satan/The one whose little path would make me sad. whose 
power is Satan." At least you could kinda pick that out if you followed along with the pamphlet. Really, though, back- 
wards Robert Plant might have been saying, “Yo. here's to my street skatin’/The fun moose Skittle bath could 
make me rad, shoe powder is bacon." Hard to tell. {Look up "Stairway to Heaven” on Wikipedia, which has the 
reversed clip, to decide for yourself.) 

We didn’t open a hellmouth in the basement that afternoon, but the anticlimactic experience left me wonder- 
ing, exactly what is "devil music" anyhow? 

Do you merely have to sing about evil, as In Iron Maiden’s “Number of the Beast,” or do you have to profess an 
affinity for Satan, as does The Devil’s Blood, our featured group in this month’s Audio Drome, who have devil-friendly 
lyrics but a ’60s psychedelic rock sound? Is it King Diamond, who wears corpsepaint and plays metal celebrating 
demonic imagery? Is it Hexentanz, whose members compose with “actual period instruments, synthetic ritual de- 
vices, human bones, and authentic arcane chants of medieval and modem witch cult practice...in its exploration 
of archaic music and magic?" 

How important is lifestyle? Norway’s church-burning black metal militia seems to have raised the bar consid- 
erably with its proactive heresy. Then again, I recall an early- ’90s Rolling Stone interview with the late Anton Szan- 
dor LaVey. then head of the Church of Satan, who claimed something to the effect that old cartoon soundtracks 
were truly evil because of their obscurity. He made a lot of crazy claims, though - and sometimes wore a cape. 

If you Google “devil music,” the first hit is a website chronicling “Satan’s music" in scores of artists, including 
Neko Case, the Red Hot Chili Peppers, the Eagles, even "Christian” rockers Stryper (they're suspected of homo- 
sexuality!). Okay then, what about music that puts you in a personal hell? In that case. I’d nominate KISS' awful, 
cheese-humping anthem “God Gave Rock ’n’ Roll to You." 

I don’t know if the “devil music” tag means much, but I do know that the first recorded form to earn the title 
was the blues. As Robert Palmer writes in Deep Blues: A Musical and Cultural History, from the Mississippi Delta 
to Chicago's South Side to the World, “...the blues was widely believed to be the Devil’s music... .” Palmer men- 
tions it in the context of Robert Johnson, who. in the 1930s, recorded “Hellhound on my Trail." "Me and the Devil 
Blues" and his most famous cut. “Crossroad Blues," the one which birthed the legend that he made a pact with 
Old Scratch at the literal crossroads. Johnson (who sang about his “old, evil spirit”) and a few 
other bluesmen encouraged a devilish reputation, as a form of what Palmer describes 
as “macho posturing." (Hey, when your skin colour can get you lynched, you em- 
power yourself by any means possible.) Adding to the blues' “bad" reputation 
were the endless sexual metaphors (“dust my broom" - ha!), those sustained 
low notes and vocals that often embodied a primal howl. 

This brings us to the music of Danzig (the band and the man), which is es- 
sentially blues on steroids. Up the volume; lay those timeless simmering notes 
on searing metal riffs and massive drumbeats: bring the sexual, satanic lyrics 
to the forefront with an unapologetic punk rock attitude: and deliver it through 
the pipes of a feral He-Man Elvis. Pius, as Danzig himself states in our interview, 
he’s a storyteller, like all genuine bluesmen. 

There really is a timelessness to his best material, which explains why both he and Johnny Cash can sound au- 
thentic singing about being “bom on the soul of misery" on "Thirteen" - a song the Evil Elvis wrote for Cash and 
later recorded himself. Danzig draws from the deepest roots of popular music, and perhaps takes what Robert 
Johnson started to its logical conclusion. 

Devil music has traditionally been a label defined by others, whereas Danzig defined it on his own terms, chang- 
ing the meaning. Is it genuinely evil or just modem blues with a dark, fantastical bent? Does it matter? It gets my 
heart racing because it sounds good. Goddamn good. 




dave@nie-morgue.com 
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WELL, WE'VE HAD A CHANCE to sit down 
and go through RM#100 here in the household. 
Put bluntly... consider our asses kicked! I would 
like to be objective, be able to add legitimate 
"constructive” criticism, tell you guys where 
improvements or adjustments can be made. 
But, I got nothing. This is the goods. Kudos to 
James Burrell for his interview with Christo- 
pher Lee (Lee’s a "metalhead” - who knew?). 
The Nightmare Gallery needs to become a 
semi-regular feature - a fantastic collection of 
absolutely badass art (ya done good, Mr. 
Pullinl), 1 3 Years of Fear! The Hymns from the 
House of Horror!. R.L. friggin’ Stine (my daugh- 
ter’s favourite part of this issue, by the way)! 
An embarrassment of riches. I’m relatively 
new, as a reader and fan of the magazine, but 
the one thing that pulled me in was its diversity, 
something severely lacking in other horror 
mags. Your coverage of art, in particular, has 
always been a draw for me. (And it doesn’t hurt 
that you have two of the best artists working 
today at the mag.) Guaranteed, every month I 
will discover some dark and shadowy corner 
of the horror spectrum, and feel a little wiser 
for it. And this is as diverse as it gets. This is 
what a 1 00th issue should be; a celebration of 
the vast and uncharted waters of horror. Thank 
you for putting out such a stellar issue. Happy 
100 and many more to come! My little Emma 
and I salute you, you magnificent bastards! 

RON MCKENZIE - TORONTO, ONTARIO 


I JUST WANTED to let you know how incred- 
ibly satisfied I am with the 100th issue of Rue 
Morgue magazine. I feel proud to be a long-time 
subscriber of this magazine, and look forward 
to reading it for many years to come. The con- 
tent in this issue is not only above par, it’s su- 
perb and completely unmatched in the horror 
industry. The cover and layout are beautiful and 
the 13 Years of Fear retrospective is beyond re- 
proach. The Rue Crew delivered the goods yet 
again and I want to thank you all for consistently 
bringing us the best in horror. 

COLUM MCKNIGHT - TORONTO, ONTARIO 

OF ALL OF THE PUBLICATIONS I READ Rue 

Morgue is my favourite. First, let me be the 
666,666,667th person to applaud Gary for the 
amazing covers. When people are coming over 
to my place, I’m sure to place the latest Rue 
Morgue so they can see that awesome art. Sec- 
ondly, thanks for covering a broad array of hor- 
ror topics, and not focusing exclusively on the 
films. When I first started reading your maga- 
zine, 1 thought this was a fault. I mean, I wanted 
to read about films, everything else was just 
filler. But after years of reading, I’ve come to ap- 
preciate the other insights your staff provides. 
Thanks for making a magazine that means so 
much to me. I can’t say how excited that page 
with the big 100 is making me feel. The an- 
niversary issue is bound to be a wonderful 
romp. 

WALTER - MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 

I AM A RABID HORROR FAN and have been 
since I was squirted out. I have a question and 
a comment. I noticed in your latest an- 
other two-page spread for After Dark Films’ 8 
Films (That Suck My Ass). Now, I don’t want to 
sound jaded but if a film is good, it is fucking 
good, but when it’s bad, it is fucking horrible. I 
have seen the After Dark Films and they are all 
bad, but it is always the same reviews in your 
mag for them. Comments like, "The story is 
original but it never really lives up to the poten- 
tial of the premise,” etc. Why is it so hard to 
make a good horror film? Answer; because it’s 
easier to make a bad one, cast it, get it funded 
and distributed by said company that markets 
it to unschooled horror fans. I like the advertis- 
ing behind After Dark Films, but cool graphics. 


slick advertising and no depth is what horror is 
slowly becoming. I recently went to a horror 
convention and noticed that all the inhabitants 
looked like they were extras from a derelict Nazi 
biker bar. Now, I love horror but some of the fans 
think they are too cool for shit. 1 always find it hi- 
larious that I know more than a 220-pound, 
Dracula-tattooed, goateed asshole that thinks I 
am a Twilight fau. I am not an asshole, just a 
horror fan that has been punked. 

ADRIAN MARCATO - ADDRESS WITHHELD 

I LOVE YOUR MAGAZINE and the radio show. 
You guys do a great job. However, there are 
some writers who think they are fucking film ex- 
perts. I won’t name names, like Liisa Lettuce- 
head. Anyways, horror films seem to be treated 
like great works of art and everyone talks about 
horror and art. Give me a fucking break, that’s 
the problem with the horror community. Every- 
one has a skull up their ass and takes them- 
selves too seriously. However, this is a humble 
opinion. I know if you don’t like it, don’t read the 
magazine. I do like the magazine, it’s just the 
pretentious art shit I get sick of. 

SKULLFUCKER - ADDRESS WITHHELD 


I CANNOT BELIEVE that Robert Englund is 
passing the glove over to Jackie Earle Haley. 1 
can only wonder if Jackie will master the role 
as Freddy Krueger? Will there still be the same 
cockiness, the same dark humour? Okay, you 
have me hooked! On another note, I want to see 
The Human Centipede'. Dr. Heiter may be more 
horrifying than Freddy Krueger as he sticks 
lovely women’s heads into the butts of other 
lovely ladies. My gosh, a one-track digestive 
system that goes into three people? I can’t even 
imagine. This is going to be one cool, gross 
movie! 

PAUL DALE ROBERTS 
- ELK GROVE, CALIFORNIA 
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JOHN CARPENTER AND STEVE NILES TEAM UP FOR F.U.II. 3 VIDEO GAME 


r 

y 





F.E.A.R 3: Allows gamers to battle telekinetic madman Paxton Fettel... or play as him. 


If you’ve been yearning for a horror-themed video 
game guaranteed to quicken the pulse rather than 
simply lighten the wallet, director John Carpenter 
and comic scribe Steve Niles intend to deliver this 
fall with F.E.A.R. 3. According to Niles, the genre 
heavyweights have helped crank up the scares sig- 
nificantly in the latest installment of this first-person 
shooter series for the Xbox 360, PlayStation 3 and 
Windows PC. 

“I had worked with John once before, on a film 
project that never happened," he explains. “We be- 
came friends in the process and jumped at the 
chance to work together again. He’s even more of 
a gamer than I am, and that’s saying a lot.” 

Best known as the creator of the 30 Days of Night 
comic series, Niles co-wrote the F.E.A.R. 3 script 
with the team at Day 1 Studios, which assumed full 
development duties from franchise creator Monolith 
Studios. (Day 1 did the Xbox 360 and PS3 ports for 
the first game.) Carpenter lent the tension-ratchet- 
ing skills he's honed making such classics as Hal- 
loween and The Thing to direct the game’s action 
sequences and cut scenes. 

The F.E.A.R. universe is an intriguing mash-up 
of The Ring and Resident Evil. As the genetically 
engineered super-soldier Point Man, you are part of 
a secret US military team. First Encounter Assault 
Recon (F.E.A.R.), set up to combat paranormal 
threats. Ostensibly battling a telekinetic madman 
named Paxton Fettel at a research lab, you soon 
discover that the real big bad Is a super-psychic, 
ghostly elght-year-old girl named Alma. As her 
powers increase, she threatens to transform the 
world into her sick plaything. Oh, and Alma’s preg- 
nant(!). 

F.E.A.R. 3 is set to introduce divergent co-opera- 
tive play, with gamers choosing to be either Point 
Man or Fettel. From there, Niles and Carpenter were 
given free rein to pursue their own twisted visions. 

Rnding "a certain freedom working in others’ 
sandboxes,’’ Niles welcomed the opportunity to tin- 
ker with Alma’s mythology. 


"After a few attempts at writing it in various for- 
mats, I settled on good old-fashioned screenplay 
format, just writing a straightforward horror story 
with dialogue and action, and then the develop- 
ment crew inserted that into gameplay.” After 
that, Niles and Carpenter punched up every draft 
of the game script together. 

Before Carpenter, one of the last directors Niles 
worked with was Rob Zombie, with whom he de- 
veloped the comics The Nail and Bigfoot 

“Working with Rob was fun but was a little 
more of a tug-of-war with ideas,” he says. “He 
had his thing and I had mine and we mashed 
them together. Working with Carpenter is different 
because he knows the genre so well; we just 
wrote like two excited kids creating their first hor- 
ror story. ... One of the fun aspects of writing hor- 
ror is anticipating what will scare the crap out of 
somebody, and taking a certain twisted delight in 
that.’’ 


Though Niles made his name writing horror 
comics, it was actually a potential game develop- 
ment opportunity with Disney Interactive (“I don't 
know what they were thinking, either,” he says) 
that drew him to Los Angeles a decade ago. While 
he ended up having little actual involvement with 
his first couple of game-writing projects, the 
F.E.A.R. 3 experience was completely different. 

“I was pleasantly surprised at how willing and 
eager [game publisher Warner Bros. Interactive En- 
tertainment] and Day 1 were about some of the 
more radical ideas we came up with," he says. “I 
felt that we were able to really push the limits on 
this one." 

A big fan of horror-themed first-person shooters, 
Niles jumps on his Xbox 360 to play with friends 
whenever time allows. “After a day of writing mon- 
sters, I like to take some time and shoot them, 
too.” 

A.S. BERMAN 
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INTERACTIVE ART PROJECT PUTS TOU IN THE ZOMRIE APOCALYPSE 


South African airbrush artist Shane Turner is 
offering horror fans around the world a unique 
opportunity; the chance to be a part of the zom- 
bie apocalypse. Al least in paint. 

Turner is creating an enormous mural that will 
depict a violent clash between a horde of zom- 
bies and a band of human survivors. Simply ti- 
tled Zombie Apocalypse, the work is populated 
with characters created by participants from all 
over the world. Turner and his team, collectively 
known as Suggesting Turner, have established 
two separate online communities for those in- 
terested in having their likeness painted into the 
fray. To participate, one need only choose a side 
and log onto the appropriate website: human 
survivors have their own Facebook group, while 
those who'd prefer something in a rotting, flesh- 
eating corpse should pop in at the Lost Zombies: 
find of Days site (lzendofdays.ning.com). 
Search either site for ‘’Suggesting Turner" and 
you'll find a group that will walk you through 
the process of creating a character and submit- 
ting a photo of yourself to the artist. There is no 
cost to participate. While there, you can also 
view the work in progress. 

"My most successful jobs have been collabo- 
rations with my clients." says the 30-year-old 


Turner. "Not only have they been more attached 
to the artwork, but they ha\-e also been a part of 
its creation. 1 decided to implement this [col- 
laborative process] on a global scale, and 
thought it would be fun to sec what happens 
when there are many people making sugges- 
tions." 

The result is a grand experiment in the form 
of a horseshoe-shaped canvas that measures 
eleven metres (just over 36 feet) long by 2.3 me- 
tres (seven-and-a-half feet) high, which Turner 
began painting on September 29, 2009. Located 
in Edenvale. a suburb of Johannesburg, the 
painting is di\ ided into three sections, or "chap- 
ters." There's "The Standoff." "The Charge" 
and "The Clash." Borrowing elements from 
role-playing games, the story depicted in the 
painting is an interactive and constantly evolv- 
ing tale shaped from suggestions from several 
hundred participants. Currently, the two online 
communities have a combined population of 
more than 500 members. There is no interaction 
between members of the oppo.sing groups. 

"Hosting separate online communities en- 
sures that anticipation looms above both groups 
by alienating them from each other." says Sug- 
gesting Turner team member Craig Holtzkampf. 


"Neither is aware of the development of the can- 
vas on the other side. Suggestions and conunents 
fuel the evolution of the painting, as members 
interact via artwork and discussion pages. Ordi- 
narily, artists already know the end result of their 
works, seldom leaving room for chance or any 
opportunity for alterations, in this case, not even 
the artist knows the direction of the next turn or 
any impending twists in plotlines." 

Because of the grisly nature of the images, the 
project's creators have had trouble finding spon- 
sors willing to have their logo attached (“Too 
squeamish. I suppose." Turner jokes.) Without 
the support of corporate sponsors. Turner has 
been forced to finance the project himself, 
mostly with time-consuming private commis- 
sions through his company. Paintdrop Produc- 
tions. 

Though he admits the painting has turned out 
to be a bigger undertaking than he expected. 
Turner has no intention of walking away until 
his Zombie Apocalypse reaches its bloody con- 
clusion. and as such he is unable to provide a 
completion date. “The main reason the project 
was structured in this manner was to make it a 
challenge. The harder it gets, the better it gets." 
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youtube.com (search; Danzig grocery list) 

Sure, the Danzig Grocery List video has been 
kicking around the internet for a few years now, 
but it's still a clever spoof that holds up well on 
repeat viewings. The premise: a Danzig imper- 
sonator sings Glenn's made-up grocery list 
while images of the various foodstuffs are su- 
perimposed onto photos of the famous front- 
man. YA-AAAAAAAAMS!!! 

pitofrod.blogspotcom/search/labeI/naschycast 
RImmaker Paul Naschy may have shuffled off this 
mortal coil, but his horror legacy is still going strong 
thanks to inbepid fans like Rodney Barnett and Troy 
Guinn, the duo behind tills NaschyCast podcast. 
Each episode of the show features Barnett and 
Guinn analysing a different Naschy title at length, 
including, so far, Horror Rises from the Tomb and 
Night of the Howling Beast 

sinisterfonts.com 

If you're reading this mag it's safe to say you like 
horror, but how about fonts? More specifically. Iww 
about horror fonts? If typesetting gets you titillated, 
you’ll definitely want to surf on over to designer 
Chad Savage's Sinister Fonts site and download alt 
21 of the free 'n' freaky fonts offered - including 
one by our very own Ghoulish Gary Pullin. 
tt)eoperatof$.ttet 

Clicking “Black Hole” on this website for London. 
UK-based photo retoudting firm The Operators re- 
sults in a very special treat indeed: a collaboration 
between photographer Max OwJenheim and pros- 
thetic artist Bill Turpin, which sees Charles Bums’ 
body-horror comic book series Black Hole brmrght 
to life via unsettiing, lifelike porttaits of the story's 
mutated characters. 

ciass3outbreak.com/zombie-games/c3o/ 

Think it would be easy to quell an undead outbreak? 
Of course not! As free online zombie game Class 3 
Outbreak illustrates, things get out of hand fast It’s 
your job to stop the infection by navigating 
squadrons of cops through actual cities, via the 
(^le Maps platform. Good luck - you'll need it 

Compiled by MONICA S. KUEBIER 
Got a RoaOuK suggestion? Email a boK to n»dkillOnie-morgue.coin 
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I«l/W/»I0TV SERIES GOES INTO PRODUCTION ' 

AMC's highly anticipated The Walking Dead, based on Robert Kirkman's zombie comic book series, 
will shamble into production this month in Atlanta. Frank Darabont ( The Mist. The Shawshank Re- 
demption) will write, direct and e.xecutive produce the television adaptation of Image's hit series, with 
Kirkman scrv ing as an e.vecutive producer. The network originally greenlit a pilot in Januarv-. but upped 
their order to six episodes alter hearing Darabont’s ideas for a tirst sea.son story arc. 

Though Kirkman will not script the scries, he is heavily involved in the show's production. 

"I'm an executive producer, so I'm there in all the meetings and I'm poking my head around as we 
get closer to the production date." he says. "I 'm thrilled to see what they've been able to put together 
so far. Frank Darabont. [executive producer] Gale Ann Flurd and all the line folks at AMC are work- 
ing some kind of magic on this." 

Since its first issue hit stands in 2003, The Walking Dead has put a humanist spin on the familiar 
zombie apocalypse trope. The action centres on a group of survivors led by Rick Grimes, a police of- 
ficer who awakes from a coma to find the world ovemin by flesh-eating corpses. Though the zom- 
bies. categorized as either “roamers" or "lurkers" depending on their predatory habits, arc a constant 
threat, the survivors are just as apt to fall prey to their own neuroses and interpersonal conflicts. 

English actor Andrew Lincoln will lead the cast as Grimes, w ith Jon Bemihal co-starring as Grime's part- 
ner and friend. "Two excellent choices as far as I'm concerned." says Kirkman. “They're both really top- j 

of-the-line actors, really talented guys. AMC has a knack for finding great leading actors, as ev idenced by 
Mad Men and Breaking Bad. and I think .Andrew and Jon are w orthy additions to that lineup." 

The Walking Dead is slated for an October premiere. , 

APRIL SNELLINGS I 

ENTRAILS , 

) Legendary artist Frank Frazetta {Conan the Bar- ) German TV channel i .3th Street and adv ertising 

harian. Eerie, Creepy, VampireUa) died at 82 of a agency Jung von Matt/Spree have developed an j 

stroke on May 1 0. while in hospital near his home eight-minute interactive horror short called Last [ 

in Florida. He had recently signed a deal with Van- Call, which has been screening in German cine- > 

guard Productions, which will release collections mas. Before the movie, audience members text 

of his work, including an update of 2008's/>act’f/ij their cellphone digits to a special number. At cer- 

The Definitive Reference, and a Frank Frazetta tain points in the film, the heroine randomly dials 

Sketchbook. Meanwhile. Frazetta 's children have an audience member for advice which, through 

settled a legal dispute over control of his work. As voice-recognition software, she then utilizes, 

part of the reconciliation, charges were dropped Should she help the other victims? Head down that 

against Frank Jr. tor allegedly breaking into his fa- hallway? F,ach audience member response triggers 

ther's art museum in the Poconos with a backhoe a different scene, 

last December in an attempt to lake 90 paintings 

worth S20 million. ) Did you predict the new Nightmare on Elm 

Street remake w ould rake in the cash hand over 
3 The birthplace of Hammer horror classics such razor fist? Will Saw I'll in 3-D tank or triumph? 

as Draciila; Prince of Darkness ( 1966) and The Once US regulatory approval is granted, you'll be 

Evil of Frankenstein (1964) may soon fall victim able to wager on how much movies will gross dur- j 

to the recession. According to a recent planning ap- ing their first month of release through New York 

plication, the company that manages Bray Studios City's Cantor E.xchange, a new futures market 

is considering transforming the lot into housing. based on US box ofTice receipts. If the movie beats 

citing its inability to keep itself competitive in expectations, you'll get a few bucks for your keen 

Great Britain's movie industry. insight. 

3 Japanese "pink film" director Takao Nakano ) The poster art for Kyofu. directed by Hiroshi 

{Sexual Parasite) is bringing his perverse sensi- Takahashi (screenwriter on the Ringu series), 

bililies to 3-D with Big Tits Zombie, based on the was booted from Japan's train stations in April 

Rei Mikamoto manga Kvonvuu Dragon. In it, a for being “too extreme" for public consumption, 

stripper (pom star Sola Aoi) and her co-workers The poster depicts a long-haired Japanese 

discover the mystical "Book of the Dead" in the woman w ith a glow ing red sliver of brain show- 

basement of a strip joint, resulting in adult-themed ing through her hair, with the words "Mother, 

zombie mayhem. The press release promises what will you do to my brain?" Kyofu hits 

“deadly DD-cups!!!" Tentative Japanese DVD re- Japan's theatres in July, 

lease date is August 4. A.S. BERMAN 
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WEIRD STATS & MORBID FACTS 


the Philippine province of Pampanga, Roman Catholic penitents volunteer to 
be nailed to crosses as an expression of their faith. 

.S According to Tom Weaver's A Sci-fi Swarm and Horror Horde, during lunch breaks from shoot- 
ing We Return of the Vampire, Bela Lugosi would sleep in the set’s coffin, 

? There are several conflicting reports as to whose house chronically ill ex-Beatle George Har- 
rison died in. tt is believed that this misinformation came at ttie behest of Harrison himself, who 
did not want the place of his death to become a tourist destination. 

A Louisa Baldwin, mother of former British prime minister Stanley Baldwin, was the author of 
many popular turn-of-the-century Victorian ghost stories. 

t Nineteenth-century graverobbers did not just work locally; in 1 826, some 28 salted and pick- 
led corpses were discovered in containers at the Liverpool dockyard. They were bound for sur- 
I gical schools in Scotland. 

I Barf bags were given out to audiences at 1 979 screenings of Lucio Fulci’s Zombie Flesheaters 
due to concerns that the film’s excessive gore would make viewers physically ill. 

t Earlier this year, an April Fool’s joke by Jordanian newspaper Al Ghadssw the daily run a story 
about extraterrestrials landing on Earfli, which sparked mass panic in the town of Jafr and almost 
resulted in its evacuation. 
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THE TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE 2 
STRETCH'S NEW LEATHERFACE LOOK 

2. 

THE TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE 

A CRUSTY CLASSIC 

3. 

THE DEVIL'S REJECTS 

WENOY WEARS HER HUOGY'SMUG 

H. 

EYES WITHOUT A FACE 

GRUESOME GRAFTS 

5. 

DERANGED 

EZRA DONS HIS VICTIM'S VISAGE 

6. 

THE SILENCE OF THE LAMBS 

HANNIBAL PLAYS CONSTABLE 



I Pet Sematary was filmed in Maine because Stephen King insisted that it had to be shot where 
his story took place. 


.1 In ancient Egypt, those found guilty of adultery were subject to mutilabon. Women, for exam- 
ple, would have their noses cut off. 


A When Tod Browning’s now-highly celebrated cult film Freaks was first released In 1 932, it 
was a major box office flop, losing M6M some $164,000 USD. 


A Two women were recently arrested at Liverpool's John Lennon Airport after allegedly trying to 
fly with a corpse that they were trying to pass off as alive.The women claimed not to know that 
the man had died. 


A The original title for Kathe Koja's 1991 Bram Stoker Award-winning debut novel, The Cypher, 
about a mysterious, otherworldly hole that’s discovered in the storage room of an apartment 
building, was The Funhole. 

A Tenaillement is a form of torture in which lead or hot wax Is poured into open wounds. 
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KARLOFF BUSTS 

$50 • $75 

These three quarter-scale resin 
busts of the legendary Boris Karloff - 
the first in a series of five - are sculpted 
in painstaking detail. Each limited edi- 
tion hand-painted statuette is signed 
and numbered by artist Ray Santoleri, 
but if you're feeling creative, you can 
pick up one in kit form and paint it your- 
self. Behold Boris at rsantoleri.com. 


REMOTE-CONTROLLED 
RIGFDOT 

$99.99 

It's never too early - or too late - to 
begin a career in cryptozoology, which is 
a good excuse to get your paws on this 
beyond-awesome remote-controlled 
Bigfoot. At the touch of a button, this 
Rsher-Price incarnation of the legendary 
monster walks forward and backward, 
turns somersaults and “eats" leaves - 
complete with belching sound effects! 
The creature walks at fisher-price.com. 


DEAD TIRED PILIDWCASES 

£14.99 

At the end of a long day, noth- 
ing beats a good decapitation gag. Rest 
your weary {still attached) head on a 
blood-drenched 1 00-percent cotton pil- 
lowcase for a good night’s sleep and the 
possibility of being awoken the next 
morning by the screams of your nearest 
and dearest. There’s a cunning axe motif 
on the other side, just to emphasize the 
point. Get the chop at spinninghat.com 


UNDEAD ART 

$5 -$250 

No one wrings the saccharine 
sweetness out of kitsch and stomps on 
its throat quite like Undead Ed. Ed’s 
one-of-a-kind gruesome oPyetec/’a/t in- 
clude Zombie Hello Kitties, My Demon 
Ponies, Killer Care Bears and even 
creepy eyeball rings (hand-sculpted 
with adjustable silver bands) you only 
wish came at the bottom of a Cracker- 
jack box. Trash your childhood trinkets 
at etsy.com/shop/UndeadEd. 
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T’S A SCORCHING APRIL AFTERNOON IN LOS ANGELES, the flowers are in bloom and I’m mo- 
ments away from meeting Glenn Danzig. It’s with a certain amount of trepidation that I’ve flown to LA, 
where the New Jersey-born horror music icon has made his home since the late ’80s, to talk one-on-one 
s about his ninth studio album, Deth Red Sabaath, and oversee our RM cover shoot. 


See, Danzig isn't exactly known for suffering fools, or for a self-dep- 
recating sense of humour. He's spent the last 30 years draped in some 
of the most serious horror imagery in music, bellowing about being a fallen 
angel. Satan's child and a wolf in the shape of a man, among other unholy man- 
ifestations. As the skeletal-gloved singer of Misfits, he was the original poster 
child for underground hardcore and horror punk, his B-grade horror-, sci-fi- and 
comic book-drenched lyrics were a call to arms for teens in the late 70s and 
early ’80s. Then he. quite literally, soaked himself in blood while fronting the 
more metallic Samhain. And since 1987. he's eschewed shirts in favour of a 
chiselled torso and snake-eyed hard rock swagger for his namesake band's de- 
cidedly sinister, blues-drenched hard rock. 

Many an interviewer has reported Danzig a most difficult subject. Hell, in an 
early ’90s interview with MuchMusic {Canada's MTV) host Teresa Roncon, he of- 
fered to punch her in the face when she asked him about Satanism. When she 
countered that such hostility would only incite messy legal implications, he re- 
sponded calmly. "Only if you get up, " He's studied Jeet Kune Do, the same brand 
of martial arts Bruce Lee made popular. He was reportedly up for the role of 
Wolverine in the original X-Men movie; his stocky stature, wispy sideburns and 
muscular physique tailor-made for the part. In short, he's not the guy you want 
to rub the wrong way. 

There's a knock at the door of the photographer's loft where a small crew 
have gathered for the occasion - Danzig enters. Despite the temperature, he is 
clad in a heavy, black motorcycle jacket and aviator sunglasses. Looking trim, 
fit and even more block-jawed in person, he seems almost out of place offstage 
in the light of day. He sports a T-shirt with “Satanika" sprawled across it - one 
of the tides from Verotik, the adult comic book imprint he founded in 1 994 - and 
smiles iTMjre often than decades of gloomy rock photos would suggest. The 
man often. refeired to as “the dark Elvis" is personable, talkative and 
given to hearty laighter as he makes plenty of eye contact, seemingly 


sussing us out and. in turn, letting his guard down. All the same. I can’t help but 
notice his fingernails are sharpened to points. 

Before the photo shoot begins, he regales those in the room with the story of 
fixing his own dislocated shoulder backstage between encores after falling off 
the stage at a 2007 Baltimore show (he touts the power of homeopathic reme- 
dies and flexes his bicep as proof of his recovery). The 54-year-old singer is en- 
gaging as he talks on a wide range of topics, from the intricacies of lighting and 
photography (he attended art and photography school in the '70s) to US politics 
and the threat of increasing taxes. ("I might be moving to Canada yet, we’ll see, " 
he says,) He even admits to turning down an invitation from fashion mogul Calvin 
Klein to be featured in an ad campaign involving rock musicians some years 
ago, despite a pile of money on the table, ("I wasn't comfortable with it person- 
ally and I didn’t want to let down the fans.") Throughout the shoot, Danzig shows 
a soft spot for photographer Gabrielle Geiselman’s pets, especially her white Hi- 
malayan cat named Boris Karloff, 

At one point. Geiselman explains the backlighting of a particular shot, i want 
the ‘god light' to be coming up from behind you," to which Danzig jokes, "Which 
god?" It's a levity that likely wouldn't have been there twenty years earlier. 

When the sultry menace of Danzig's self-titled album hit shelves in 1988, it 
was like a ceremonial dagger thrust into the heart of hair metal, two years be- 
fore grunge would finish it off for good. The first of five collaborations with Liber- 
producer Rick Rubin {Danzig 7-4/? and the Thrall: Demonsweatlive Ef). Danzig 
- which also features the band's biggest single "Mother" - was anything but 
lighthearted. Even the simplicity of the album cover, black with just half of the 
now-classic demon skull logo showing, was ominous, hard and serious. While 
mainstream heavy metal sang about chicks and rock 'n' roll excess. Danzig’s 
was celebrating the darkness behind religion, inner demons and evil 
women. Steeped in the same classic foils that haunted influential artists 
such as Howlin' Wolf, Elvis Presley, Johnny Cash and Robert John- 
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son. Danzig was genuinely badass. Sure, there were heavier bands, but 
Danzig walked the walk and talked the talk. While Alice Cooper. KISS and 
King Diamond donned makeup to get into character. Danzig took his shirt 
off and stared right into the camera. The raven-maned singer and his 
band of thugs looked like a living, breathing Frank Frazetta painting as 
they introduced the MTV generation to horned man-beasts in the video for 
"Am I Demon.” buxom winged temptresses in “Her Black Wings” and the 
work of H.R. Giger in the cinematic clip for "How the Gods Kill.” 

By the mid-'90s. after a falling out with Rubin and a subsequent split 
from his label American Recordings. Danzig started fresh with a new ros- 
ter of musicians and a heavier, more industrial sound. The foray was fleet- 
ing. lasting only two albums before he reverted to his trademark 
four-chord rock on Danzig 777: 1 Luciferi. The return to form was bitter- 
sweet, though, as his voice seemed destined to play second fiddle to 
monstrous detuned guitar riffs in songs that simply didn't measure up to 
his earlier material. 

In 2005. following the release of his eighth studio album Circle of 
Snakes. Danzig went on record as saying his Blackest of the Black tour 
would likely be his last and that the future of the band was uncertain. 
When a double-disc compilation of previously unreleased material called 
Lost Tracks hit shelves shortly thereafter, fans rejoiced at the opening of 
the vaults but it seemed like the seminal frontman was sticking to his 
word and cleaning out his musical attic. 

Then, this past March, hot on the heels of the newly-published lyric 
book. Hidden Lyrics of the Left Hand [see p.20l. Danzig announced the re- 
lease of Def/7 fled Sabaofft {available June 22 on his own Evilive Records 
imprint), a ninth outing that finds him sounding energized, invigorated 
and more vital than he has in years. His touring band, historically plagued 
by lineup changes, has seemingly solidified. Since 2006. Prong s Tommy 
Victor (guitar). Type 0 Negative's Johnny Kelly (drums) and ex-Samhain 
bassist Steve Zing have comprised the group, Danzig has also reported 
in recent interviews that a third installment of his solo symphonic side 
project, Black Ana. is on his radar and new tour dates continue to pile 
up on his official website. Glenn Danzig is ready ro raise hell again. 

Rue Morgue sits down with Satan's unrepentant child to shine 
a light into his darkness 

rv- 



A few years ago you announced the 
Blackest of the Black tour was going 
to be your last, that you were con- 
templating retirement. Now you’re 
back with a new album and tour 
dates lined up - what happened? 
Well. I stopped touring because I love 
playing live but I don't like being on the 
bus and being away from all my stuff. 
Then management came to me and 
asked if I would consider going out for 
maybe two or three weeks and l could 
fly home every couple of days. ... In 
2008. we did that all across the coun- 
try - the buses went out, and after two 
or three dates, I flew home. The only 
time I didn’t fly is when I went up to 
Canada. I just stayed on the bus 'cause 
it's a pain in the ass going through 
Canadian customs at the airport. 

They don't want to let you into the 
country? 

Oh man. I've been turned away so 
many times. And way before 9/1 1 . They 
don't like Danzig at the Canadian bor- 
der. We almost didn't make it through 
for the last two shows. You can't have a 
criminal record now and go up to 
Canada, and most of the people in my 
crew [laughs], me included, have some 
kind of criminal record. I don't know 
how we got up but we did and it was 
really good. Quebec was fantas- 
tic. it was sold out. and Toronto 
i''^ was really good I really miss 


playing Canada a lot. People don't re- 
alize some of the first Misfits shows 
were in Toronto and it's a really cool 
city. 

What did you do to earn a criminal 
record? 

I'd rather not talk about it. It can come 
back, so I don't wanna say anything. 

When you were initially talking 
about retiring, there was the impli- 
cation of no more Danzig albums. 

No, I never said there wouldn't be any 
more Danzig albums. I just said I didn't 
want to tour anymore and I'd probably 
just be doing local shows, no extended 
touring. So we ll see how this goes. 
We're supposed to go out in June in the 
States and we'll see how that works 
out. Hopefully it'll go off like last time; 
without a hitch. If that's the case, then 
maybe I can do this a little while longer. 

Could you ever completely retire? 
You play your shows as if your life 
depends on it i 

You gotta play onstage like it's your last » 
show, every show from when you're a ? 
kid 'bl when you die. It's gotta be im- i 
portant to you and hopefully it'll trans- 
late to everybody as important too. It's t 
an experience for me going up and 
doing the show and I try to make it an 
experience for everybody out m the au- - 
dience. 


On the new record, your songwriting and vocals seem 
invigorated. 

I Just tried to write a really good record, tried to keep in 
mind that I want my records to be listened to not just this 
year, but twenty years from now. It’s one of the reasons 
actually, when we were courting labels, that we went with 
Rick [Rubin as producer] because that's exactly how he 
saw it too. So it's carried over now to this. I busted my 
hump on this record. 

Thematically and musically. Deth Red Sabaoth seems 
like a return to the dark blues rock of the first four al- 
bums. How does this new one fit into the Danzig 
canon? 

I think it’s a little more contemporary than that but there 
are elements of all the Danzig stuff in there. People who've 
heard "The Revengeful" tell me that it reminds them of 
Satan's Child. And then something like “On a Wicked 
Night." I’m sure some people will think is reminiscent of 
Lucifuge. ! just hope they like it. 

Do you feel that when you're working on a record, it's 
got to be the strongest material you've written? 

You always try - well, at least i always try, I don't know if 
everybody tries - to make it my strongest or bring some- 
thing new to it. ... I don't want to do the same record over 
and over again. It’s getting tougher and tougher; I don’t 
think I'm going to do a new Danzig studio record for a long 
time now. After ttiis, I'll probably start Black Aria 3 and then 
I'm going to do a cover record of old blues and '50s and 
’60s songs that I’ve been wanting to do since the Misfits. 

What's the significance behind the title Deth Red 
Sabaoth? 

There’s a song called “Deth Red Moon,’’ and I came up 
with this idea that I gave to Joe [Chiodo], the painter for the 
cover. I said, “This is what I'm seeing" and drew a sketch 
for him, then I used these old spellings for “death" and 
“sabbath” and thought, this is going to be pretty cool. 
Bleak, bloody, dead sky. It’ll all make a little more sense 
when you see the videos. What I’m planning to do is shoot 
footage that’s gonna get shined on the band while we play. 


DANZIG 

Deth Red Sabaoth 

Eviuve 

You just can’t keep a bad man down. 
Deth Red Sabaoth, Danzig’s first stu- 
dio album in six years (not counting 
the instrumental Black Aria //), sees 
the Evil Elvis rediscovering the se- 
ductive, blues-saturated hard rock 
sound that put upside-down crosses 
on MTV and sweat on the chests of 
Catholic schoolgirls. The ripping 
chords of opener “Hammer of the 
Gods" simmer with that familiar 
feedback squeal: the angry, militant 
stomp of "The Revengeful” un- 
leashes that trademark unholy howl; 
and the oversexed swamp swagger 
of “Ju-Ju Bone" is electrified ele- 
mental blues in the vein of “Killer 
Wolf." In general. Saftaofft trades the 
overt aggression of poSl-Danzig 4p, 
for a more hook-filled collection of 
devil songs that simmer with men- 
ace before exploding into the sulpher. 
A few tracks meander, but when it all 
comes together, such as on "On a 
Wicked Night," one of the best 'zig 
songs ever written (and produced, for 
that matter - listen for the subtle 
vocal touches), it’ll make the hair on 
the back of your neck stand up. Shit, 
this one's sinister enough to grow 
sideburns on a nun. DA 


playing guitar and drums since Misfits and Samhain, and 
keyboards and everything almost. That's just the way it is. 
I’m not doing this so that Guitar Player [magazine] says, 
"Oh, this guy’s created all these great riffs.” I’m doing this 
because I love playing music and hopefully everyone is 
going to listen to it and love it. Music polls and awards 
shows and stuff, that’s just some industry stroke. I knew 
about that ages ago. Elvis never got a Grammy. I think later 
on they gave him a gospel Grammy. A gospel Grammy? 
For Elvis? You know what I mean? So there you go. 

Would you ever consider stripping your sound down to 
just you and an acoustic guitar? 

I've talked about doing a dark, creepy blues record for a 
while now. Possibly Jerry Cantrell and I might do some- 
thing somewhere down the line when we both have lime, 
but right now I’m swamped, he’s swamped. Alice In Chains 
is doing really well, so I don't see that happening for a 
while. ... A long time ago. at the first Samhain show, I 
played guitar and sang and I just hated it because I like 
having the mic and running around on stage, and concen- 
trating on singing. I wasn't digging it at all and that’s the 
last time I did it. 

You played bass on die new album. Mow'd that come 
about? 

I always play on the records. [Laughs] A lot of the time 
what you read isn't really what... you know... A lot of times, 
the person it says is the bass player isn’t really the bass 
player. They are on tour, let’s put it that way. And it’s been 
like that for a long time. I don't know if it’s common knowl- 
edge and, I don’t want to dog anybody out, but of course 
John [Christ, original Danzig guitarist] and I used to do a lot 
of the bass on the Danzig records. 

What do you think of the duality that some performers 
have, such as Alice Cooper, who is a horror icon on- 
stage but offstage he's a 
right-wing Christian 
golfer? 

I did Alice’s [radio] 
show and I was 
CiMildonp 22. 
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like very '70s, satanic-y, creepy sacrifice kinda stuff. 
[Laughs] 

You write all of the guitar lines, except for same of the 
solos, and yet you're not really recognized as a guitar 
player. You 've written all these guitar riffs that have 
become iconic and classic and- 
-ripped off, [Laughs] Because I’m a singer, maybe people 
flip through the liner notes and don’t see. but I’ve been 
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ANS OF BRITISH COMIC BOOK ARTIST and frequent 
Danzig collaborator Simon Bisley, might be surprised to learn the man 
responsible for visually conjuring some of the most demonic images 
\ in comics has no interest in religion, gods or the occult 
\ 1 “Earttibound gods, yeah, but none of that hippie, dancing around rocks, singing and 

sacrificing kinda shit,” says Bisley, from his frame in London. “I could illustrate tiie Bible 
and I'm not religious in the least bit. . . . Besides, I see the devil as more of a fun thing anyway, as 
more of a rebel. All the great writers and great artists of our time were rebels. Satan was a rebel. 
He’s just a guy who got kicked out of heaven because he was an individual. A lot of us can identify 
with that, I think.” 

The affable and chatty Englishman, who signs his work “Biz,” seems to relish getting carried 
away. At one point in the conversation, he recounts toiling on an assigned three-page fight sequence 
for renowned DC Comics’ series Loflothat, after he downed a bottle of absinthe, ended up as a 200- 
page scene with Lobo crushing an entire city into a tiny ball and swallowing it. 

Bisley’s most recent project, Hidden Lyrics of the Left Hand (released by Danzig’s Verotik comic 
book imprint in March), matches previously unreleased Danzig lyrics from all points in the horror 
crooner's punk, hard rock and metal musical career (Misfits, Samhain and Danzig) witfi all-new in- 
fernal illustrations. The collaboration began with Danzig’s 1 993 Thrall: Demonsweatlive EP, for which 
Bisley painted the cover (see right). That album’s live re-release of “Mother” ended up being the 
band’s mainstream career high watermark and fiius, Bisley’s aesthetic became synonymous with 
Danzig’s muscle-bound heavy blues rock. The new lyric book continues the tradition. 

“I'm so over the moon with it. I think it’s a work of passion in a way,” says Bisley, whose favourite 
piece accompanies the lyrics for Misfits’ “Earth A.D." (see left). “I enjoyed doing it and it’s important 
to [Danzig], I was very apprehensive about the reproduction of it. It was like, ‘Oh god, they’re gonna 
fuck this book up. the contrast will be terrible, it’ll seem all scribbly and anemic.’ But it has depth to 
it, which the original drawings had, and so it came across very well.” 

Biz and ’zig - who writes some of his company’s comic book 
stories - have also tag-teamed on Verotik releases such as Druk- 
ija: Countess of Blood and Jaguar God (based on a Frank Frazetta 
, . S character), and the album covers for Danzig 6:66- Satan's Child, 

second installment of Danzig’s Black Aria solo instrumental 
^ side project and The Losf Tracks ofDanz/g. Bisley says the creative 

^ \ relationship between the demonic duo has grown over the years 

into an off-the-cuff process. 

■' .‘ “We talk on the phone or he does a sketch and it's pretty quick, 

j ^ ^ It usually works, and if it doesn’t I just make amendments on it. 

I But we have an instinct for it” reveals Bisley. “I know what he’s 

. looking for and he knows what I’m going to achieve. Sometimes 
^ lock horns for a while 'cause we’re both kinda stubborn. For 

. ^ ■ file lyric book, he wanted very specific images because it has to 

have the vision of whatever the lyrics were about. That took a 
long time, a lot of messing about and back and forth before he was happy with it. You know, I would 
just insist on making the horns on the demons much longer and he’d want them shorter. [Laughs]” 
The 48-year-old illustrator - best known for his work on Lobo and Britain's popular barbarian fan- 
tasy comic Slaine - started drawing "from the get-go,” eventually immersing himself in comics, 
and recalls being greatly affected by Barry Windsor-Smith’s Conan the Barbarian series. But it was 
another incarnation of the famous warrior that arguably had the most lasting effect on the bursting 
biceps and bountiful bosoms omnipresent in Bisley’s art. 

“Frank Frazetta was one that really kicked me in the head. I saw a Conan cover he did on a pa- 
perback book and thought, ‘Oh my god!'” he recalls. 

Clearly, Frazetta's influence on Bisley’s larger-than-life style makes his work a perfect fit for 
Danzig’s over-the-top persona. Pushed to name his definitive Danzig image. Biz eventually cites his 
painting of the iconic frontman for tiie cover of Danzig 6:66 {a pumped-up. hulking caricature of the 
legendary singer standing in blood and spikes witii “666” carved into his shoulder). 

“I contribute the same aesthetic as all the others that came before me except I just add more 
muscles,” jokes Bisley, “[Danzig’s] a big fella and he has an aura about him. Kind of a character in 
his own right. There's no other way to draw him, really.” 

Wfoile plans for future Danzig-related projects are still tentative, Bisley predicte we haven’t seen 
foe last of the unholy union. The enigmatic Englishman also has designs on releasing the most hor- 
rific illustrated ruminations of his career. 

“I’ve got a totally and utterly demonic book that 1 want to do which is going to rock foe world, man,’' 
says Bisley. “It’s going to scare the fuck out of everybody, no messin’ around. I’m illustrating stuff 
that really is demonic, totally out there. I’m not restricted by a publication. Just really twisted and 
whatever comes to my mind without any fear or ramifications. Danzig and I are talking about doing 
another issue of Jaguar Godtoo. We’ll probably collaborate forever and ever if neither one of us kills 
the other first.” 9 
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just shocked that he knew who I was. I 
was just like, "Wow, I can't believe you 
know who I am and what i do." because 
when i was a kid, one of the first cool 
shows I saw was Black Sabbath and the 
old Alice Cooper Band, I'm a big fan. But 
then he asked me about that, and you 
know, the guy you see on stage is me. I 
understand he's Alice onstage, and then 
offstage, he's whatever he does, but for 
me. that's me up on stage. That's the 
way I am. This is the way I dress. The way 
you see me right here is me. 

You've had a lot of very heavy, very 
horrific imagery in your lyrics, videos 
and album art. Has there ever been a 
time where management or a label 
has said, “That's just over the line. " 
No. They would be fired. [Laughs] No. no, 
sometimes I'll ask people's opinion but 
noton things like that. ... I come from the 
whole do-it-yourself punk thing. And it's 
still do-it-yourself. It's my label! I know 
what I want to do and what I'm about. 

Do you miss your relationship with 
producer Rick Rubin? 

No. there are good parts and bad parts. 
Although he was around for Danzig I. for 
Danzig //he was M.t.A. a lot of the time 
and we'd be flipping out: "Where are 
you? How come you're not here?" He ac- 
tually got fired on Danzig III. I produced 
Danzig III and he executive produced. It 
says it right on the record. Well, it does- 
n't say he got fired, it says "Produced by 
Glenn Danzig." And then we co-produced 
the Thrall EP and Danzig 4p 'cause I said. 
"You gotta be. you know, at Ihe studio, 
because if you're not going to show up 
and I'm doing everything, then why are 
you getting the credit?" And he under- 
stood. Rick juggles records all the time, 
but on Thrall and 4p. he definitely came 
down a lot more. 

Your Black Aria instrumental albums 
usually carry a theme. What's the 
theme for Black Aria ill? 

I won't even think about it until either a 
lightning bolt hits me or we get closer to 
it. It's either going to be the real story of 
hell or every track will be dedicated to a 
different mythological creature. I defi- 
nitely have some cool ideas about the 
whole hell one. The music is going to be 
very, very... I don't know, "avant garde " 
isn't the right vrord 'cause it won't be that 
out there, but I'm definitely going to be 
using lots of weird vocal harmonies - 
chorus-y kinda stuff 

Could you give us a glimpse into your 
process for composing Ihe instrumen- 
tal albums? 


Well, because it's all layered tracks like a 
symphony, you have to think about each 
track and how it layers into everything 
and the end result. It's a lot more involved. 
I mean, it's similar to the way I approach 
rock music. The bass doesn't do the same 
line as the guitar, which a lot of people do- 
lt's more Intricate because there's so 
many different layers of instruments 
doing different things. It can be very con- 
suming. You think about nothing else. 

Do you work by yourself? 

Yeah. Usually, I'll bring in a girl to do the 
higher parts, the orchestral vocals or 
whatever. I'll bring in a classically trained 
alto or alto-soprano and show them ttie 
parts they have to do. 

You talked earlier about bringing in 
different instrumentation this time. 

If I do the hell thing, I want that to be dif- 
ferent than what people think it's gonna 
be. I want it to be very regal but also very 
off-kilter and kinda rebellious, not the 
norm. I'm going to try to capture all of that 
into the sound. 

You recently sang a duet with Melissa 
Auf der Maur on a song called "Fa- 
ther's Grave" off her new album. How 
did that come about? 

She was a big fan and asked if I would do 
it. She approached my management and 
I listened to the song. She didn't have a 
deal at the time, there was no money in- 
volved or anything. I don't know if I've 
been approached to do a duet before... I 
turn down a lot of things. 

8ut you did agree to be on Aqua Teen 
Hunger Force, voicing a version of 
yourself who has an affinity for blood 
sprinklers. 

Yeah, I did the voice, yeah. 

Would you have done that twenty 
years ago? Are you taking yourself 
less seriously these days? 

Originally, I was like. "No, I'm not inter- 
ested." then they kept sending these 
faxes and drawings and I was like. "The 
drawings are terrible, there’s no big ani- 
nration going on here," then they just kept 
bugging me. I watched an episode and 
eventually decided to do it. and it was a 
lot of fun. Would I have done it twenty 
years ago? I might have. I mean, occa- 
sionally I'll do this kinda stuff if it's going 
lobe fun. 

What did you think of your version of 
■‘Thirteen” being featured in The 
Hangover? 

Well, it turned out the music director was 
a ma|or Danzig fan and he knew some- 
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body that I knew. Originally, I thought they wanted the 
[Johnny] Cash version and they were like, “No, we want 
your version of Thirteen.'" I was shocked at first. 


We//, Danzig isn't exactly synonymous with buddy 
comedies. What amuses you? 

Very little these days. I'm so pissed off [laughs] at how 
stupid people are getting. Even stupider than they've 
ever been. So what amuses me? I don’t know. Stupid 
people getting killed. [Laughs] I don't think peo- 
ple are really learning anymore. A lot of peo- 
ple’s point of reference is the internet, 
which is all bullshit. That could be 
part of it. Any little kid can go on 
Wikipedia and write “...and then 
they pooped in their pants and 
created this movie and now 
they're dead. They died today. 

Thank you." It’s just retarded. 

Anybody can put anything on there 
that they want. The even scarier 
thing is that people will use that as 
reference before they write an arti- 
cle and it's all bullshit. I don't even 
go on the internet unless I'm buying 
something on eBay. 





So you don’t collect them at all? 

Not anymore. I used to when I was growing up, but I have 
enough, man. I have too many. [Laughs] 

Did the classic skull logo come about because of a 
deeper meaning or is it just because it lookstDadass ? 
It’s part man, part monster. 

Is that indicative of how you see yourself? 

At times. The best combination of man and 
beast. Survival in this fucked-up world. 


You mentioned before you buy 
skulls off eBay. What’s the pride of 
your collection? 

No, I don't buy skulls for a collection off 
eBay. I got one ram’s skull off eBay. 




A lot of Danzig material revolves 
around gods and Satan - is that an 
extension of your personal beliefs? 
To say it’s just Satan is not accurate. 
It’s more of a combination of many 
different things. Polarity of power, 
negative and positive, what people 
view as evil and what actually is 
evil. I think our government right 
now is evil. It’s taking more and 
more freedoms away from people 
and 1 don’t dig it. ... I don’t like 
any government that tells you, 
"We know better for you than 
what you know,” you know what 
I mean? "We’ll do your thinking 
for you and we’ll tell you what to do 
with your money.” Go luck yourself, 
motherfucker! Yeah, and I think more people 
should be saying it. I’m really happy that a lot 
Plioto fay GabrnHle U»‘iselman 
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In a futuristic New York, college student Sophie 
Bangs ' research of mythical female warrior Promethea 
manifests into reality as she finds herself transformed 
into the fabled heroine and must do battle with her an- 
cient enemies throughout history. 

“Promethea was this cool comic that Alan Moore 
started, the main hero was a goddess and a lot of god- 
dess mythology was involved in that Then, all of a sud- 
den, he started adding in lots of historical stuff and, 
through the ages, you saw the different Prometheas 
and you’d see [Alelster] Crowley in there once in a 
while. Then he references the Illuminati - it was just 
really cool. ... It’s [illustrated by] J.H. Williams III and 
Mick Gray. We actually got J.H. to do a story for 
[Verotik] for an Inquisitor boo\i." 

55lac^ 
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Film noir, vampires, pornography and the occult col- 
lide in this twelve-issue hard-boiled crime thriller se- 
ries set in '80s LA. which caused controversy with its 
unprecedented amount of sex and violence. 
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“Howard Chaykin’s Black Kiss changed what you could get away widi in comics 
and how people perceived comics, particularly in America. The story he was telling 
and the way he told it was so graphic. In Europe, ttiey’ve had comics like that for- 
ever. Same thing with Japan. The American comic market is so infantile and super- 
hero-driven. though.” 

(J.t)c 'fourth vGorlb ^fnce) 

OC COME 1971 

Based upon the classic struggle of good vs. evil. The Fourth World series chronicled 
an interplanetary war between two otherworldly populations of heroes and villains, 
New Genesis and Apokolips. 
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“This is an epic story where you’ve gotta read the 
next issue to know what’s going on. I think up until that 
time. Jack [Kirby] and Stan [Lee] had done it briefly in 
The Fantastic Four, where stories would continue from 
issue to issue, but then it would always end pretty 
quickly. This was just really involved. People don't un- 
derstand that Kirby wasn’t just some schmuck from 
New York. He was talking about DNA and matter/anti- 
matter before anybody else was that I know of. When 
you went to his house, you saw that he had Popular Sci- 
ence, Popular Mechanics, years and years and years of 
them, and then he had all his pathology books and the- 
ology books. This was a guy that really read a lot knew shit that a lot of people did- 
n’t know. I think the first time I even learned of DNA was from a Kirby comic." 







of people in ttie United States are finally 
just saying “fuck you" to the govern- 
ment. 


comics per 
year and an 
art book. And that's 
good for us. 


What are you working on fiim-wise? 

We're starting to branch out with Verotik titles. We 
shot a ten-minute She Only Likes Men thing which 
turned out pretty cool. So I think I'm going to try to 
raise more funding now and go shoot Drukija: Con- 
tessa of Blood [a short story penned by Danzig and 
co-illustrated by Simon Bisley] as a 35-minute short 
and maybe package it all together with one other 
Verotika story and do a Verotik anthology. ... Hope- 
fully we're still going to shoot Ge Rouge and then 
possibly get this Verotik anthology thing off the 
ground, make it like a series for Showtime or some- 
body like that. 


What does Verotik 
bring to you that 
the music doesn't? 
You can turn it around 
much quicker and you 
can see your results 
right away, whereas 
with records, there's 
so much more set-up. 
it's a pain. And also 
we could never tell a 
story like that on a 
record. It would take a 
whole album for one 
story. 


Live action or animated? 

Live action, yeah. A long time ago we did Satanika 
as a trailer because we were talking to different peo- 
ple about doing an animated movie, so we used 
MadHouse [Japan's famed animation studio re- 
sponsible for X. Ninja Scroti and Wicked C/fyj. That 
never happened but it was cool. The trailer came 
out, though, and it turned out really well. 


Is that what ulti- ■ 
mately drives you? \ 
The storytelling? 

Yeah. I'm definitely a 
storyteller. The songs | 
tell a story. Whether * 
it’s a story people ■ 
wanna hear... ' 


Does Verotik have to go on the backbumer when 
you focus so much on music? 

Yeah, but also I consciously pulled back on Verotik a 
while ago because we were starting to cookie-cut- 
ter. We started using artists we didn't want to use 
just because we had the deadline. We were sup- 
posed to be putting out books every two months and 
eventually I just said this has gotta stop because I 
don’t want to work with some of these people and 
I don't want to be putting out a book just be- 
cause we have to put out a book. And so now. 


If you weren't the frontman for this band. 
Danzig, what would you be doing? 

Oh, 1 don't know... that’s not a good ttiing to think 
about. [Laughs] It would probably be something 
not good. I probably wouldn't even be here. I’d 
be dead, 
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BUT THAT DIDN’T STDP HIM FRDM BRINGING^ 


BLDDD LUST TD THE MASSES. MEET^THE ; 
UNLIKELY CREATDR DF \ ^ 


MONICAS. KUEBLER 


"I am as aware of vampires as the 
next person, but I never read any Anne 
Rice books," admits 53-year-o!d cre- 
ator of the award-winning TrueSlood. 
"I have never seen an episode of Buffy 
the Vampire Slayer, although I did see 
the movie. I really didn’t have any affin- 
ity for it at all. But maybe that's a good 
thing, maybe it’s because of my lack of 
experience with it that I got sucked in - 
again, no pun intended - to [Charlaine 
Harris' original] books and into the 
world." 

In fact, to hear him tell it, Ball stum- 
bled across Harris' Sookie Stackhouse 
series, about a telepathic waitress in 
Bon Temps, Louisiana who lives in a 
world where vampires have just come 
out of hiding and joined society, almost 
by accident. 


Perhaps that’s why he's been able to remain 
such a mystery despite his success. The 
screenwriter behind the Academy Award-win- 
ning film American Beauty and creator of the 
death-obsessed hit HBO TV series Six Feet Under, as well as 
True Biood has a mere four biographical sentences written 
about his life and career on Wikipedia, while a slightly dit- 
ferent tour sentences appear on IMDb.com. They don't tell us 
much. Only that he was born in Atlanta, GA, lost his sister in 
a car accident when he was a young teen, studied at the Uni- 
versity of Georgia, as well as the Florida State University of 
Theatre, and is openly gay. What's even more fascinating is 
that, despite the darkness inherent in much of his creative 
output, Ball doesn't feel he has any special kinship with the 
horror genre. 



WHAT I REALLY LOVED 
WAS THAT THE NOVELS 
WALKED THI^ RAZOR’S 
EDCEOFTONE^ETWEEN 
ROMANCE AND THE 
SUPERNATURAL 
AND HORROR AND 
COMEDY. 


i actually bought the books kind of on impulse. " 
says Ball of his first exposure to the popular Southern 
Vampire Mysteries series. "No pun intended, but I had 
a dental appointment and I was early: I was wasting time 
at Barnes and Noble and I picked up this little thin pa- 
perback called Dead Until Dark. The tagline on the front 
was. Maybe having a vampire for a boyfriend wasn’t such 
a good idea after all.' It made me laugh, so I bought it. And I 
started reading it and just really couldn't put it down. " 

Harris' books fall somewhere between several well-established mar- 
keting demographics. Though they are typically stocked in the mystery or fan- 
tasy sections of bookstores, they hold plenty of crossover appeal for readers of both 
supernatural romance - who enjoy Harris' heady relationship subplots - and hor- 
ror. who thrill at the violence and monster intrigue. These were all elements that Ball 
could instantly recognize and appreciate. 

"What I really loved was that the novels walked this razor's edge of tone between 
romance and the supernatural and horror and comedy and social commentary and. 
really, sort-of Wal-Mart trailer-park people.” says Ball. “I just found it delightful. It was 
so escapist and so much fun. I got addicted to the books. The minute I was finished 
with the first one. I was like, ‘Okay, where is the second one?' There were only four 
books available at that time and somewhere around book four I thought, This really 
holds up and I think there is realty a great TV show in this.' It’s not a movie, it’s a TV 
show because there is this world and all these great characters and I loved ttie sort 
of cliffhanger way she leaves you hanging at the end of each 
chapter and you just want more." ' > ^ 

Because Ball came into the project as a tan of the 
source material, his adaptation has been both careful and 1 

deliberate. Aside from the amped-up sex and ^^0 
bloodshed, there’s little in the show to offend Nn| 

devotees of the ongoing book series. Readers ^ 

will recognize Sookie. Vampire Bill and ^ \ 

shapeshifter Sam instantly, while other charac- X*'" ^ 

ters, such as vampire sheriff Eric and Sookie's “ ' 
friend Tara have been tweaked somewhat but ^ 
are still major players. Of course, certain 
changes are always necessary when adapting 


literature for the screen, but Ball has for the most part left 
the ins and outs of the supernatural society Hams created 
wholly intact. (For a review of the tenth Southern Vampire 
Mysteries novel, see p.30.) 

Additionally, since Ball has only ever flirted with the genre, 
but never worthed directly in it, he benefited from not having 
any preconceived notions aboirt what a horror series has to 
have when making True Blood. For the same reason, he also did- 
n't feel bound to the monsters’ traditional mythologies - not being 
a horror purist opened the door for him to break rules. In fact, he was 
able to take the ideas that most interested him from Harris' books and build 
True Bloods narrative entirely around them, while at the same time excising the 
parts of traditional vampire folklore that did not appeal to him. or would prove too 
time-consuming effects-wise for an episodic series. 

“I loved the fact that she wrote about vampires trying to assimilate." says 
Ball. "I thought. Let's really go against the mythology.’ So we play it that the idea 
that vampires can't be photographed and can’t be seen in mirrors was actually 
disinformation that the vampires themselves actively disseminated so it would 
be easier for them to pass. I had a handful of things that I said. 'We’re not gonna 
do this.' One of them is opera music and one is those crazy contact lenses or 
prosthetic head devices, I said, 'We’re a TV show, we don't have time for that. 
Let's just give them fangs and let them act.' A movie’s one thing, but when 
you’ve got seven pages a day to shoot, you don’t have time to give everyone 
some weird headpiece when their fangs come out. " 

Another reason that the effects are so minimal in TrueBloodis due to some tech- 
-i^^^^nical problems the production experienced during the 
^ shooting of its First season. In one scene. Vampire Bill 

. goes out into the sunlight, so actor Stephen Moyer 
THr needed to appear to be smoking (as a vampire would 

' when exposed to daylight). To facilitate this, a remote- 

controlled smoke device was hidden inside his 
] clothes, but as it turns out the rig would only 

M'. ' work when the camera wasn 'fon it! 

“Ultimately the special effects are not wh<a 
Jv the show’s about anyway. " states Ball. ”tt s 
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TRUE BLOOD’S RESIDENT 
MAENAD WALKS US 
THRDUCH THE HIT SERIES. 


h MONICA S.KUEBLER 


l/fv LOOD, MONSTERS, MYSTERY, SEX, ROMANCE 
AND VIOLENCE - True Blood. HBO’s biggest breakout hit 
since The Sopranos, seemingly has it all. Add to this; that it’s 
based on a popular book series by award-winning mystery author Char- 
laine Harris, was reinvented for television by Six Feet Underaeator Han 
Ball and features a stellar cast, an iconic theme song, vibrant cine- 
matography and clever scriptwriting, and the secret of its success is ob- 
vious. It's one of those rare television series that tires on all cylinders, 
and has serious crossover appeal to boot. You don’t need to be a hor- 
ror fan to get caught up in the strange happenings in Bon Temps, 
Louisiana. But it certainly helps. 


“I think that even though it is a project 
about supernatural creatures, which you 
are seeing a lot of these days, Alan and 
our writers really never forget to root it 
deeply in emotions and deeply in the 
human spirit," says Michelle Forbes, who 
played “villain" Maryann in the show's 
second season. "It's not just about vam- 
pires, it’s about a telepathic waitress, it’s 
about maenads, it’s about a bar owner, it’s 
about a young girl trying to find herself, 
it’s about the town cop trying to find love 
and respect, and in that sense I think that 
everyone can find something to identify 
with.” 


Despite its emotional depth and contin- 
uous interpersonal drama. True Blood 
manages to escape many of the soap 
opera trappings of its predecessors (think: 
1 960s series Dark Shadowd) by infusing 
an equal amount of action and intrigue 
into its one-hour episodes. Of course, 
there’s no denying the blood and gratu- 
itous sex help, too - elements that don't 
have to fife skimped on since it airs on 
cable. 

“It just carries this really ingenious ele- 
ment of walking between deeply poignant, 
dramatic moments and farce, and it be- 
comes incredibly outrageous at times,” 



Spellbound: Maryann has her bewilched minion Eggs (Mehcad Brooks) restrain 
Sam (Sam Trammell). 


says Forbes, who is no stranger to genre television, 
with Star Trek: The Next Generation, Batdestar Galac- 
ticaand Durham County on her resume, plus several 
other hit prime-time series. “It hits all the murder and 
gore, so it sort of seamlessly jumps between all these 
different genres and ail these different tones. It’s a 
very wild ride in that sense but, again, people can find 
something that they either identify with or are com- 
pelled to watch." 

For the uninitiated, the show is a reasonably faith- 
ful adaptation of Harris’ Southern Vampire Mysteries 
novels that respectfully tweaks and expands upon the 
creature-filled world she’s created over the course of 
ten books. The award-winning first season of True 
Blood primarily stayed within the confines of Bon 
Temps, focusing on telepathic waitress Sookie Stack- 
house’s developing relationship with Vampire Bill and 
the mysterious murders that were plaguing the 
tightknit community (for which local law enforcement 
suspected Sookie's dim-witted but loyal brother 
Jason). Along the way, viewers learned the basics of 
the vampire hierarchy and also discovered that the 
bloodsuckers were not the only supernatural beings 
making their home amongst humans. They were also 
exposed to what such a large-scale vampire “com- 
ing out” could mean for society, with fundamentalist 
religious groups protesting undead rights in much the 
same manner that they oppose gay rights in the real 
world. Then there’s the fetishization of vampire sex 
and the ramifications for both societies when it is dis- 
covered that vamp blood causes a drug-like high in 
humans. 

All this paved the way for the larger-scale stories of 
season two, in which Sookie leaves Bon Temps to assist 
with vampire business in Dallas and Jason gets mixed 
up with a frighteningly proactive anti-vampire Christian 
sect - the same one, it turns out, that kidnaps his sister. 
(For a review of the Season 2 box set, see sidebar.) And 
lastly, it allowed for the introduction of Maryann, yet an- 
other magical being: a maenad. The bewitching crea- 
ture, which appears in human ftxm, is loosely inspired by 
Greek mythology, where maenads are worshippers of 
the god Dionysus that would work themselves into an 
animalistic frenzy during Iheir rituals. 

“1 think what was interesting about Maryann is that 
this was a completely new creature that was intro- 


duced into Bon Temps," says Forbes. “We stert to dis- 
cover there are all sorts of supernatural creatures 
running around. In the third season it pops up even ' 
more - so I think it was really just understanding that 
Bon Temps is a town of many creatures.” 

When Maryann first arrives, she is largely a mys- 
tery. While shape-shifting bar owner Sam is troubled 
by her presence and warns people to stay away from 
her, the town begins to fall under her thrall via ritual- 
istic parties that see her outfitted in a bull’s head- 
piece and vibrating like a tuning fork. (“There are so 
many different sides to Maryann and each side is re- 
flected in movement for her," notes Forbes. ) Soon, 
the locals become violent, black-eyed heathens, who 
readily doff both their clothes and their inhibitions. By 
the season finale Maryann is positioned as a villain 
who has commandeered Sookie’s house in an at- 
tempt to raise Dionysus himself. Still, Forbes doesn't 
see her as evil. 

“I never saw her as a villain, certainly,” she ad- 
mits. "I have always said this character is mostly 
about perspective. The intentions and agendas be- 
hind her actions are never evil or nefarious or vil- 
lainous in her heart or her mind. She just has a 
different point of view and a different agenda than 
the rest of us because she is not mortal. It was most 
challenging to sit in her expansiveness and her free- 
dom and her liberation. That’s quite a shocking thing 
when you really have to do it. ... Most people are 
driven by these rules and boundaries, and there are 
no rules or boundaries for Maryann; chaos and de- 
struction is a perfectly fine place for her. What would 
terrify most of us. just fills her with glee, and once 
you get the hang of it you want to be Maryann after 
a while because it’s fun." 

Of course, Forbes is no stranger to shows with 
rabid fanbases, so how does True Bloods compare? 

“I think at the height of the second season of True 
Blood, I had a few people, when they’d turn around 
and see who I was. sort of gasp and take a step back, 
but then they would just start laughing," she says. 
“People are quite understanding that I am just play- 
ing these characters. Fans are always very respect- 
ful but I do think, especially with Maryann, that they 
are a little disappointed when I don’t start instigating 
orgies.” 9 



TRUE BLOOD: 

THE COMPLETE SECOND SEASON 

Starring Anna Paquin, Stephen Moyer 
and Ryan Kwantcn 

Directed by Michael Lehmann, Scott Winant, 

John Dahl, et al. 

Written by Alexander Woo, Raellc Tucker. 

Brian Buckner, et at. 

Warner 

The folks behind 
True Blood are 
clever; it’s a clever- 
ness that’s aided the 
show's success and 
extends out into its 
marketing campaign 
("VILF" anyone?) and 
its DVD/Blu-ray re- 

TRUE leases. The idea for 

this second set is 
simple; people love 
the world of True Blood, so expand it 
and invite them in. 

The box has everything it should. All the 
episodes are here - you'll see Sookie, Bill and 
Eric go to Dallas for some vampire kidnap- 
ping. deception and facing-of-the-sun; Jason 
getting inducted into the Fellowship of the 
Sun. a fanatical anti-vampire religious sect, 
and still managing to get it on with someone 
he shouldn’t; plus the maenad Maryann pos- 
sessing the Bon Temps townsfolk’s libidos to 
summon an ancient god back to Earth. The 
commentaries are there, too - seven in total 
with a wide variety of talent from the actors to 
the writers and directors participating in the 
spirited discussions. 

Better still, however - and the thing that 
truly makes this box set worth owning - is 
the value-added content. First, there’s the 
24-minute news magazine show The Vam- 
pire Report: Special Edition, which docu- 
ments the effect of vampire integration on 
society, from vampire athletes to “V” addic- 
tion. The news segments are divided by TV 
commercials from the True Blood universe, 
i.e. a PSA on Hepatitis D. There are also five 
“inspirational" videos courtesy of the Fel- 
lowship of the Sun ministry, which offer spir- 
itual guidance on everything from the 
importance of traditional marriage to adopt- 
ing "pro-living" values. (For even more visit 
fellowshipofthesun.org and americanvam- 
pireleague.com) 

All in all. it’s an expansive package that will 
whet your appetite, because rather than simply 
expand on the show’s production. True Blood: 
The Complete Second Season expands on its 
world, stoking a certain insatiable hunger. 

MONICA S. KUEBLER 



it doesn’t put your life at 
ri^, but at the same time. aJ 
when you open yourself . Ji 
up to another creature 
and you make yourself to- 
tally vulnerable to them, it 


f ir! 


Blood Thirst Vampire Bill (Stephen Moyer) and his ward Jessica (Deborah Ann Wall) sample 
TrwBlood, and (below) Sookie (Anna Paquin), Tara (Butina Wesley) and Sam. 
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about the characters, and even though it takes is Incredibly dangerous because you can get hurt and even 

place in this outlandish world, it’s about what they need, in the best of circumstances you will lose them or they will 

what they want. And if you don't have that, then the other lose you. So to sort of explore that and dramatize it in a way 

stuff is even more ridiculous, so we try tofKuson those that isso crazy and over-the-top has been really, reallyfun," 

things In this crazy world, and ground it as much as you If the show's booming popularity is any indication, it’s 
can." been a fun ride for the fans too. By the end of True 

Of course, Ball is no stranger to grounding weighty emo- Bloods second season (see p.29), an average of 1 2.4 

tional content in believable characters that find themselves million viewers were tuning in, and a massive fan cul- 

in strange situations. For five seasons of Six Feet Under ture had sprung up around the show. These days 
(2001-2005) - which concerned a dysfunctional family Tru;Btood is an actual, albeit artificially-flavoured, soda 
who ran a funeral home and had to help soothe their pop, and there's plenty of other tie-in merchandise, in- 
clients' grief while attempting to manage their own - he eluding clothing, glassware, jewellery and even a True 

did it on a weekly basis. But he points out that there are Blood comic book series from IDW hitting shelves in 
some fundamental differences between the morbid na- July. Additionally, for those who are impatiently awaiting 

ture of his two shows. the June 13 premiere of Season 3, a bunch of promo- 

"1 guess an argument could be made that there is a tional mini-episodes have been made available online 
similarity in subject matter." he says. “To me, my draw (Google “True Blood minisodes") to give viewers a sneak 
for Six F^t Under, when HBO pitched it to me was. ‘Oh, peek at what's in store. 

yeah. I've been in a lot of funeral homes. I've had to So, given its success, the question arises could some- 
bury a lot of people and I understand what toat is like.' thing like True Blood work on the big screen? Having 

and I'd never really seen it on TV. Whereas with the had enormous success in both movies and television, 

vampires, it's not like I was like, ‘Ohhh, yeah. I’ve been Ball is intimately familiar with both sides of the busi- 

in love with a vampire, I know what that's like.' It was ness, and he's not so sure. He sees television as a bet- 

more toe pulpy, escapist nature of the storytelling was ter outlet for creative expression, 

just really, really fun. People die in True Blood, but it's “TV is a more welcoming place for writers than movies 
not toe same because it's not about how to make peace are." he says. “Tm not a big fan of toe auteur theory ^y- 

wito death, it's more about imagining yourself in a world way. but let’s just say you are an auteur director or execu- 

where death doesn't really exist for some people or it can tive producer - TV is a chance to write novels. Movies are 

be subverted through these crazy, ancient magic ways." a chance to write realty interesting short stories. Because 
From a thematic standpoint. Ball sees the series as you are not forced to use shorthand, you are not immedi- 

coming from somewhere else, as well. When he was ately like, 'What is the hook? Why are the high school boys 

marketing 'rt to HBO, the self-confessed “bullshit pitch” coming to see this movie? Why is this movie gonna make 

he gave the company’s executives was that the show $40 million on its opening weekend? How are we gonna 

was about the “terrors of intimacy," which Ball later dis- market it?' The economics of moviemaking have become 

covered may in fact be more on the mark than he first so huge that it’s really, really hard to do something 

n't in some way nudged into 
similar to something that's al- 
/ been successful. It’s too ex- 
ve, there is too much money 
e line. It's just a lot easier to 
Jt interesting, complicated, 
morally ambiguous stories 
. about flawed characters 
done on the small screen 
than it is on the big 
screen.” 


anticipated. 

“The more I think about it, that’s 
not entirely untrue, " he allows. 
“Granted, yeah, when you have i 
arelation^iDwitosomebodv. 
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Though True Blood makes respecl- 
ful use of its literary source material, 
the TV show and book serips romain 
two dlffarant properties. Example: 
characters who’ve shuffled off this 
mortal coil on the television show may 
yet be alive in the books, and vice 
versa. The same goes for certain plot 
points, it’s important to know that 
going into this review: fans of the 
show will soon see why... 

Dead in the Family picks up in toe af- 
termath of toe climactic and bloody 
Fae War of book nine {Dead and Gone). 
Several long-standing characters have 
died in battle and Sookie’s still reeling 
after being tortured by a pair of vicious 
fairies. For the first time, she consid- 
ers killing as more than a mere act of 
self-defense. And one can hardly 
blame her; someone's dumped a fresh 
corpse on her property, the vampire 
political world is still in turmoil and 
Eric's superior, Victor, is busy plotting 
her death for his own gain. Eric might 
be able to help her, but his Maker has 
suddenly arrived in town with a de- 
ranged and volatile teenage vampire in 
tow who’s leaving a body count on 
Eric’s turf, so his 
hands are under- 
standably full. 

The result is a sur- 
prisingly dark entry in 
Charlaine Harris’ usu- 
ally pulpy monster 
mystery series, but it 
also feels honest - 
despite a goofy nod to 
the TV show. Partici- 
pating in one supernatural uprising 
after another would take its toil on a 
person, and here that price is evident. 
Sookie emerges depressed, angry and 
considerably less trusting. She also 
finds herself grappling with toe guilt 
she does, and doesn't, feel after killing. 

It’s probably not advisable to jump 
into Harris' Southern Vampire Myster- 
ies series at book ten, as Dead in the 
Family is more a necessary closing 
chapter to Dead and Gone than a fully 
evolved narrative in its own right - 
you’ll need to know what came before 
to really make sense of it - but the 
book does foreshadow much more 
turmoil to come in vampire society, 
and that should keep Harris' fans 
counting the days until the next book's 
release next year. 

MONICA S. KUEBUR 
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On the way to a rock concert, three youths accidentally wander into a 
town populated by bloodthirsty, dim-witted vampires. With no way to 


-Fangoria 


escape, they join the last remaining humans and prepare for an all-out. 



no-holds-barred battle with an army of the undead. 





“12 Days in Fate” 
Behind-the-Scenes Featurette 
Cast/Crew Audio Commentary 
Visuai FX Reei and more 
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T RUE MORGUE, WE ADMIT TO A CERTAIN SICK SENSE OF 
CIVIC PRIDE THAT THE LEGENDARY GEORGE A. ROMERO 
NOW LIVES AND WORKS IN OUR HOMETOWN OF TORONTO. 

So with the release of his latest undead epic, Sur- floor of a condo on the east side of town with a 
vival of the Dead, we figured it was high time to spectacular view looking west over the city. Tak- 
pay a visit to the 70-year-oid zombie master at his ing in the sights myself, I can’t help but smile at 
very own House of the Dead. Well, it's not exactly the idea that the godfather of the modem horror 
a house - he lives with his girlfriend on the top film resides here, perched high above the rooftops. 


watching over us through those gigantic, 
black-framed spectacles. 

Shortly after I arrive. Romero pours us a 
couple of drinks (a scotch for himself, a beer 
for me) and we sit around the coffee table in 
his living room while his girlfriend's cat Hamil- 
ton (Ham for short) slinks about our feet. 
There's a laptop on the table amidst a stack of 
papers, tax returns, magazines, a DVD of 
Around the Wodd in Eighty Days and a bird- 
cage with a green budgie inside. As a lifelong 
fan of the man's work, it takes me a couple of 
moments to adjust to the surrealism of my cur- 
rent predicament. 

This is where Romero works, this is where 
. he writes and this is where he chain-smokes 
^ his endless supply of that cowboy favourite: 
H Marlboro cigarettes. Next to the computer is a 
W gargantuan stack of Wie smokes in question, 
'V He explains that he has so many because he's 
getting ready to pack for a trip. The following 
morning, he will leave for a two-week R&R 
session in Mexico before embarking upon an 
exhaustive, US national publicity tour to pro- 
mote Survival of the Dead (which hit theatres 
on April 28 in a limited release, courtesy of 
Magnet Releasing). 

“I have a bit of an ambivalent feeling about 
it even though I love it.” confesses Romero. 
"When I made Diary [of the Deadi. I felt that I 
needed to do it quickly after Land [of the 
Deadi because it was about this emerging so- 
cial media and citizen journalism, and I 
thought that I better do this quickly because 
somebody else is going to do it. Then it went 
out and made money, and all of a sudden I 
had to make another one. I thought there’s 
nothing particular happening right now that I 
really wanna talk about, so I set out to do a 
broader thing about war and the fact that 
people can't bury the hatchet and can’t lay 
down their hatreds. And now all day today on 
CNN. all it's about is that people can't dis- 
agree without being disagreeable and so sud- 
denly I think the film is timely - or even more 
timely - than when I dreamed it up." 

The TV at the far end of the room is playing 
CNN. although he tells me it's also often 
tuned to the Turner Classic Movies channel. 

"When I'm writing. CNN is always on so if 
there’s any sort of stimulation or any sort of 
crazy ideas or things that come from the 




real world, it comes in through Wolf Blitzer!" he says, 
laughing. 

Shot in and around Toronto in 2009 under the worthing 
title Blank of the Dead, with essentially the same team 
who brought Diary of the Dead to life. Survival is set six 
days after the dead rise and follows a team of National 
Guardsmen who infiltrate the zombie-lite environs of Plum 
Island, located just off the coast of Delaware. Heading up 
the group is Sarge “Nicotine” Crocket (Alan Van Sprang), 
the "tough as coffin nails" soldier who made a brief ap- 
pearance in Diary as the hombre who hopped on board 
the film students' Winnebago to swipe their supplies. But 
the island is far from a zombie-free paradise. Instead, it's 
home to the O'Flynns and the Muldoons, warring Irish- 
American families ripped apart by an insurmountable ide- 
ological rift; the Muldoons want to keep their dead 
hanging around in the hopes of curing them, while the 
O’Rynns prefer to shoot the rotting skinbags in the head 
as soon as humanly possible. It’s Romero riffing on the 
legendary Hatfield-McCoy feud while taking strong 
cues from William Wyler’s treatment of the same folk- 
lore in his 1958 western. The Big Country. 

"Once I got the idea that they're gonna go to this is- 
land only to find out that the real danger comes from 
these two feuding assholes, and it's a human danger, 
then I remembered The Big Country. So, it wasn’t so much 
an inspiration for the film as a model. Then I said. 'You 
know what? Let's have even more fun with this. Let's try 
to make a western!"' he explains with an enthusiasm 


more comparable to a fifteen-year-old schoolboy than a 
septuagenarian veteran of horror. 

"We had to actually fight for the 2:35 format. Nobody 
wanted to go widescreen with it because it costs a little 
more in the end. Initially, my impulse was, this is more of 
a general thing about war; I don’t want to necessarily at- 
tach it to now. If we make it seem like a western - no 
cars, horseback - it'll give it more of a timeless feel." 

As with all of his Dead films. Survival has a different tone 
from its predecessors. In this case. Romero’s occasionally 
wacky and cartoonish sensibility (i.e. the pie fights in Dawn 
of the Dead and the Amish guy in Diaryi are given fuller rein, 
particularly in how the undead are dispatched. His trick bag 
of zombie kills features, for just one example, a ghoul lit up 
like a Roman candle by a flare gun while the chain-smoking 
Crocket lights a cigarette off its burning head. In a sense, it’s 
Romero sending up his own myttiology and celebrating his 
macabre sense of humour, which is a side of the man I’m 
starting to learn more about. When I ask him the name of his 
budgie, he tells me it’s called Green Eggs - to go with Ham. 

“When I had the very first discussions about [Survival\ 
with [producer] Peter [Grunwald], my partner, and with 
Artfire, the money guys. I said. ‘I’m gonna try to get a lit- 
tle zany here and there with this,’ and everybody said, 
'Okay.' So that’s partly what I worry about. I mean, when 
you have control, you worry that you’re losing control or 
that you've gone too far, and that has plagued me all 
along," he admits, momentarily peering over his enor- 
mous, black frames. I suddenly become aware that the 







glasses are like a wall that divides us, and just for a second. I catch a glimpse of the 
man on the other side. But just as quickly, he disappears. 

“Oddly, the midnight screening here at TIFF [Toronto International Film Festival] is 
usually the best screening that we ever have." he continues. "At least it was with Diary. 
It wasn’t in this case, and I don't get it because in Venice, which was right before TIFF, 
the fans went nuts for it, and then in Austin, after TIFF, the fans went bananas again, 
so i don't know what happened. Something about it just didn't click that night.” 

Survival, like all of his post-millennial Oeadfilms, has generated wildly varied responses 
from fans. Some celebrate its exuberance and playfulness, while others consider it to be 
the weakest entry in the series. Coming under heavy fire [again] are Romero's attempts 
to utilize CG in a manner that far exceeds the film’s budget. The aforementioned zombie 
kills feature some of the most ludicrous digital effects in his work to date, although given 
the film’s Intended Looney Tt/nesapproach, they're not as out of place as they might ini- 
tially seem. But it’s this shift towards a more absurd’ sensibility that has left many fans 
bewildered. 

“I have found that over the years with these films, everyone says, 'Night of the Living 
Dead is the greatest but my favourite is Dawn of the Dead and I want it again!’ I don't 
know whether that’s television. I mean, isn’t it stunning that people will tune into CSI or 
any TV show to see bie same fucking thing every week? They want that comfort level or 
whatever that is. And I think that's what happens to me. You know, it's like Day of the 
Dead, when that first eame out, everyone went, ‘Ugh. .. baaaad!"’ 

In recent years. Romero has been a mainstay at horror conventions and is frequently 
puzzled by die divergent reactions the last few Dead films have received from fans. 

“They're really balls-out, flat-out honest." and then, affecting a hyper-exaggerated 
New York accent, he gives me an idea of how the fans talk to him: "‘Land of the Deadms 
gaaa-bage! I mean I'm tellin' you it was gaaa-bage!’" 

He concludes that if they loved Diary, they tend to hate Land. And dren it’s the com- 
plete, diametric opposite: if they loved Land, they hate Diary. 

“What's happening now is that the fans that didn’t like Diary are loving [Survivai" he 
explains. 

Despite this pressure, Romero sticks to his guns, exploring new themes and tonalities 
with each Dead entry. Assuming the fortunes of Survival will justify more installments in 
his evolving zombie mythos, he sdll has no intendon of recycling the familiar trappings of 
the 1978 zombie masterpiece. 

“I wouldn’t know how!" he confesses. “Honestly. Particularly at my age. I mean. Dawn 
was an adolescent sort of fever dream or something, you know? I wrote it very quickly. 
Dario [Argento] brought me to Rome and said, 'Sit! Write!’ (Argento was an uncredited co- 
producer on Dawn.] And I just had as much fun with it as I could. I had no idea that it was 
gonna become the favourite one. I was concerned for years after Night when people 
started to write about it as if it was a bible of some kind. I was terrified. It wasn't until I 
saw that shopping mall and got the idea that I ever even thought I would wanna do an- 
other one. It comes from a not-so-skiiled writer - here's my idea and I’m gonna hit you 
with it like a pie! Like the pies in the movie.” 
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Fans of the arch theatricality so abun- 
dantly on display in 1985's Day of the 
Dead will likely be thrilled with what are 
perhaps two of the most colourful per- 
formances from any of the Dead films: 
namely, the dynamic duo of Kenneth 
Welsh (O'Flynn) and Richard Fitzpatrick 
(Muldoon). who play the respective heads 
of the feuding families in Survival. They 
bring the film to life, with the highly mag- 
netic Welsh ( Twin PeakSi delivering some 
of the most inspired and operatic scenery 
chewing we’ve seen since Joseph Pilato’s 
unhinged turn as Captain Rhodes in Day. 
And not since Lucky the Leprechaun 
pranced around in the Lucky Charms 
commercials have viewers been sub- 
jected to so much cartoonish Irish brogue. 
Not all the actors in Survival seemed to 
grasp the comic book, pulpy tone of the 
film, though, resulting in some uneven 
performances. So what makes Welsh and 
Rtzpatrick so special? 

"I think they’re closer to my age!" says 
the director, laughing. "I mean, that might, 
in fact, be It. They also have so much ex- 
perience on the boards and enough of a 
reputation that they’re willing to cut it off. 

I relate it somewhat to Creepshow. I 
mean, here I am on the set with Fritz 
Weaver and Hal Holbrook, guys that have 
done All The President's Men. and I’m 
saying, ‘Loosen up! Be arch! Get 
silly!’[Laughs] Rnally, after a couple of 
conversations they said, ‘Okay, what Uie 
fuck?’ and did it with exactly the right 
comic book tone. But I think that younger 
actors tend to think that they’re looking 
for the meaning, they’re looking for the 
back story of ttie characters, they’re just 
trying too hard. It’s like when people play 
Shakespeare today, they forget com- 
pletely that half of Shakespeare was for 
the mob. It was meant to be a gas!" 

Starting to feel the effects of his multi- 
beer hospitality, I notice that sitting on the 
dining room table behind us and looking 
over the proceedings is a bona fide 
George A. Romero Muppet! 

“That’s my Mini-Me!" Romero chuck- 
les. 

He tells me it was a gift from a Toronto 
^eatrical prop company. It’s a fantastic 
likeness, sporting his characteristic silver 
ponytail and his ever-present army vest. 
He has the same style jacket on today. 
(One wonders if it’s permanently grafted 
to his flesh). 

While Romero’s 1 968 debut Night of 
the Living Dead has been endlessly 
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praised as one of the most important horror films ever made, the filmmaker himself 
has never been fully at ease with the accolades and has repeatedly confessed to sim- 
ply having ripped off Richard Matheson’s 1954 novella /Am Legend (which depicts 
the aftermath of a vampire apocalypse). At some point in the mid-’60s, Romero wrote 
his own version of the tale, the still unpublished short story “Night of Anubis,” which 
essentially laid out the groundwork tor his original zombie trilogy. 

Most of the tale deals with events depicted in Night, one of the paragraphs formed 
the basis for Dawn, a single sentence hinted at Day and even spelled out the basic 
premise for Survival- the idea of the group of soldiers haveliing to an island to seek 
refuge from the zombie apocalypse. But as a diehard, classic movie buff, Romero has 
often expressed his regret at never being able to work in more of the other genres he 
loved as a budding film nut. One can’t help but wonder if dressing up his zombies in 
the guise of a western was like a light bulb going off in his head, where he realized he 
could now dabble in any genre he wants as long as he throws in some rotting corpses? 

“Well, you know that thought has occurred to me,” he allows. “And in fact, these 
two other ideas that I have for the next films, if they happen, I've actually thought, 
‘Maybe I should do one like Beneath the 12-Mile Reef [Vne 1953 underwater adven- 
ture starring Robert Wagner] or do a gangster one?' I don’t know quite how, 
but there is something there.’’ 

Perhaps the answer lies in “Night of Anubis,” which culmi- 
nates with the idea that zombies have completely taken over 
human society. So is this how Romero plans to ultimately / 
conclude the series? ^ 
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“No. I never liked it I’ve never gone Be- 
yond Thunderdome with the movies,” he 
says, referring to the third chapter of the 
Mad Wax series that sees the emergence 
of a new, post-apocalyptic society. 

“Even though I ripped off the original 
idea from Matheson where the vampires 
were now normal and (Robert Morgan] 
was legend, something in the back of my 
mind said this could never happen,” he 
explains. Somehow humans would prevail 
and zombies certainly wouldn’t become 
the dominant society unless they got 
smart. With vampirism, maybe you can 
buy it because they are thinking, sentient. 
But I could never have seen zombies get- 
ting to the point where they would make 
an election speech!” 

Two hours and six bottles of beer later, 
I pack up my recording gear and stag- 
ger out of his apartment worrying that 
I overstayed my welcome, and maybe 
freeloaded too much ot his booze. 
Wobbling down the seemingly end- 
less flight of stairs, I try to make 
sense of the encounter, relishing the 
fact that I’ve now joined an elite 
squadron of horror fans who can 
tell you the name of George A. 

Romero's budgie! But as you’re 
reading this, allow me to wel- 
come you to the club. 9 
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RUSTRQLIRN DRNGE TROUPf SPlINTERGROUP 
STRGES R PRRRNOID NiGHTMRRE IN THE OUTBRCK. 



MICHAEL MIICHEU MDHIGA S. KUEBIER 
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Someone or something is outside their vehicle - stalking 
them, toying with them, attacking them. It may not sound 
like an innovative concept, but the fact that this tale is told 
entirely through the medium of dance theatre makes for an experience 
that’s fresh, dynamic and utterly captivating. 

The critically acclaimed show, titled roadkill, is the brainchild of Brisbane- 
based dance troupe splintergroup (if you haven't already noticed, these guys 
aren’t much for capitalization). Created by its stars, Gavin Webber, Grayson 
Millwood and Sarah-Jayne Howard, the production has been touring the 
globe since its premiere in 2007 (including a recent stop in Toronto) and 
plays the Venice Biennale festival this month. 

It all begins with that aforementioned broken-down car, then progresses 
through numerous scenarios that include murder, abduction, an automo- 
bile accident, disappearances, insanity, doppelgangers and... levitation. If 
you add in the pebbles that rain down from the sky and the dancer who be- 
comes part of the landscape - her body literally melding with the show's 
set to form a hill that a miniature car then drives over - it all adds up to 
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a work of stunning depth and vision. It's also quite cinematic in its pres- 
entation. 

“We hoped that the art form we were working in could disturb and provoke 
people as much as films do," says Webber. “One of the strengths of live theatre 
is that you can convey a sense of violence to the bodies onstage that will make 
people react. You are seeing people in danger. The theatre is not a safe place. ’’ 

The show riffs heavily on the survival horror subgenre, which the production 
explores through its intensely physical performances. Bodily trauma, for in- 
stance. is depicted with the cast violently throwing themselves around the 
stage. Similarly, another sequence features a dance in which the characters 
slam themselves repeatedly into the body of the broken-down car, upping the 
ante on the conceit that something wants into the vehicle - desperately. 

Despite taking some inspiration from the same sinister true-crime 
sources - notably the Australian backpacker murders of 1990s - that the 
makers of Wolf Creek (RM#52i did, Webber is not overly concerned about 
facing similar accusations of exploitation from critics. 

“We looked closely at the story of English backpacker Peter Falconio as one 
of our reference points, but we were determined to make the show about para- 
noias and urban myths of the bush rather than a direct reference to a real-life 
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story," he explains. “It is really a city idea of 
the Outback rather than a representation. Of 
course, stories of backpackers disappearing 
are a part of that paranoia," 

Citing David Lynch as a major influence on 
the company, which was founded in 2004 and 
has received multiple awards nominations in 
Australia for its productions, Webber says the 
troupe was delighted to discover that it could 
achieve similarly disquieting, Lynchian effects 
on stage. In a particularly memorable scene, 
the audience witnesses a character's eerie, 
seemingly weightless death in a telephone 
booth, with the illusion of levitation created via 
a slow-motion dance routine. 

■‘We were surprised to find out that it was 
affecting people so strongly." says Webber. "I 
remember our first season in Australia at the 
Brisbane Powerhouse. We were told by staff 
that they had to escort a few people out to their 
cars when they came to the show because 
they were so freaked out. We couldn’t believe 
it. because we never suspected you could re- 
ally scare people in a dance-theatre show.” 

He adds that the group did some fimt-hand 
research to help them recreate the eerie at- 
mosphere of the Outback onstage. “We were 
certainly inspired by our own fears when we 
were making the show. Grayson and I drove 
for a week out into the Outback. We would park 
on the side of the road, kill the lights, wait for 
the engine to stop ticking, then grab the [flash- 
lights] and try to scare each other.” 


The already suspenseful atmosphere is ad- 
ditionally heightened by roadkilts sound de- 
sign, which traps the audience in the vehicle 
with the under-siege cast members. Meaning, 
the show's attendees only hear what they 
would if they were actually In the car with the 
characters (exterior thumps, bangs, etc,), ef- 
fectively bolstering the claustrophobic feel of 
the narrative. 

Encouraged by the international success of 
roadkill. splintergroup will once again utilize 
horror for its next production, fvod Chain, a na- 
ture-run-amok-themed show. Scheduled to 
debut in November, it features bears attacking 
campers, a half human-half bear character, 
sleeping bags that turn into leeches and a tent 
that becomes a spider. 

“We love to play with light and dark in any 
scene or any piece of theatre," explains Web- 
ber. "We are always looking for the transition 
from what seems naive and humorous to 
something disturbing, or vice versa. ... Dance 
is an abstract language, so it can create a 
world where there is room for the audience to 
fill in the blanks. We like to anchor our stories 
in everyday mundane things and objects. We 
establish a world where the audience knows 
where they are, then the physical movement 
is the place where the concrete world trans- 
forms into something else, into the uncon- 
scious. This play between the concrete and the 
abstract is where we really sit as artists.” 
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EPIC BURN 

A NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET 

Starring Jackie Earte Haley, Kyle Gallner and Rooney Mara 

Directed by Samuel Bayer 

Written by Wesley Strick and Eric Keisserer 

Warner Bros. 

One, two, Freddy’s coming for. . . ah, we all know 
what Freddy’s coming for in the Nightmare on Elm 
Sfreefremake: about thirteen bucks from your bank 
« account. Everyone knows this proj- 
ect is about commerce, not creativity, 
but does it hold up whatsoever to 
Wes Craven's imaginative original? 

Does it even attempt to add anything 
worthwhile? 

Not really. Essentially a thin rewrit- 
ing of the 1984 classic. Nightmare 
2.0 revolves around teenagers who 
discover they are all being tormented 
by the same hideous boogeyman in 
their dreams, the one and only 
Freddy Krueger. The script cobbles 
together several key scenes from the 
original, but under the direction of music video 
maker Samuel Bayer, they're pretty forgettable. 
Take, for instance, the revolving room murder of 
Tina - nasty, shocking and mind-blowing in the 
original, but with Bayer it’s just a half-hearted CGI 
effect. 


The only time the movie does get ambitious is in 
the retelling of Krueger’s origin. Jackie Earle Haley 
proves he was absolutely die right choice to replace 
Robert Englund. as he channels his pedophile char- 
acter from 2006’s Little Children for his human 
Krueger, achieving an emotional resonance that En- 
glund probably never could have, Haley’s also effec- 
tive as supernatural Freddy, giving the character an 
imposing menace that was lost many sequels ago. 

Then again, it’s easy for him to come off as bril- 
liant when the rest of the actors are so pitifully dull. 

Heather Langenkamp wasn't going 
to win any Oscars for her portrayal 
of final girl Nancy Thompson, but 
her replacement, Rooney Mara, 
may as well be the first victim for 
all she brings to the role. 

There are a lot of problems with 
this movie, not the least of which is 
general stupidity (in Freddy’s boiler 
room hangout, the characters dis- 
cover his glove lying in plain sight). 
Its biggest failure, though, is the 
filmmakers’ inability to capitalize 
on the dream premise. With infinite 
nightmare possibilities to exploit, Bayer’s visuals 
are never disturbing, and the scares are relegated 
to “boo" moments. 

It's obvious that the bar was intentionally left low 
- although not as low as the snoozefest Friday the 
dSth remake - and really, that’s too bad. Craven’s 


film was innovative and intelligent, filled with sub- 
text to be explored and nightmares to be realized. 
So why the lazy, formulaic teen movie? After all the 
money Freddy’s made, doesn’t he, and his fans, de- 
serve better? 

AARON VON LUPTON 

ORPlmTO^EG™ 

THE DESCENT 2 

Starring Shauna Macdonald, Jessika Williams 

and Natalie Mendoza 

Directed by Jon Harris 

Written by J. Blakeson, James McCarthy 

and James Watkins 

Maple 

Forget for a minute that few, if any, films were 
less in need of a sequel than The Descent. Instead, 
pretend the United Nations just decreed that every 
horror movie is required to have a sequel, other- 
wise North Korea will force-feed radioactive kittens 
to a bunch of blind orphans. Holy shit! 

That’s right, in order to stop North Korea’s irradi- 
ated-kittens-for-blind-orphans program, a sequel to 
Neil Marshall’s 2005 creature feature extraordinaire 
must be made - so forget that the original had such 
a definitive ending that continuing the story is laugh- 
able. 

Fortunately for the orphan children, there is the 
tacked-on North American ending in the original 
where our main character, Sarah (Shauna Mac- 
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donald), actually escapes, so now all we have to do 
is get her back into the underground hellhole to do 
it again. Luckily, there's also Juno (Natalie Men- 
doza), Shauna’s backstabbing former friend who, 
at last count had been stabbed in the leg and left to 
be eaten by a horde of crawlers. Technically, she 
could have survived to wander about in the caves 
days later, right? Think of the orphans before you 
answer... 

As it turns out, Juno is the niece of a high-ranking 
politician, so a massive search is on. Although Sarah 
is basically catatonic and injured, it's decided that 
the best thing to do is force her back into the cav- 
erns to find her friends. So, along with the sheriff 
(Gavan O'Herlihy) who thinks she's a murderer, a 
sympathetic deputy (Jessika Williams) and some 
climbing experts, they go back underground via an 
old mine entrance - the sort of cobwebbed place 
that, despite sitting unused 
for decades, is perfectly 
serviceable. Everyone hops 
in the rickety elevator and 
away we go... 

If you can somehow get 
past this (or you really care 
about orphans), there's gore, 
scares and monster may- 
hem aplenty. The cave sys- 
tem, with its deadly drops, 
tight squeezes and disgusting inhabitants is used to 
maximum effect, and director Jon Harris, who was 
the editor on the first Descent, further details the 
world of the creatures (two words: shit pit). 

The supplementary material on the disc makes it 
clear that a lot of heart went into The Descent 2 - 
and some impressive bits of technical innovation - 
but there was more emphasis on reverse engineer- 
ing the story to fit certain gore gags, set pieces and 
returning characters than saving the audience from 
logic headaches. 

In hindsight I’m sure we could stand to lose a few 
orphans... 

DAVE ALEXANDER 
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TRANSYLMANIA 

Starring Oren Skoog, Jennifer Lyons and Irene A. Hoffman 
Directed by OavkJ and Scott Hiiienbrand 
Written by Patrick Casey and Jason ‘‘Warm” Miller 
Sony 

You don’t expect much of a movie “from the cre- 
ators of Dorm Daze and National Lampoon’s Dorm 
Daze 2,” especially if you’re a horror fan. But Tran- 
sylmania, a bone-headed mishmash of Franken- 
stein, American Pie and Dracula, benefits from 
these low expectations, exhibiting just enough 
blood, boobs and brains to forgive its lowest com- 
mon denominator-mandated existence. 

The set-up is simple, or at least simple-minded. 
Rusty (Oren Skoog), a horny American college stu- 
dent, somehow convinces a bunch of his friends to 
join him for a semester at Romania’s Razvan Uni- 
versity; his goal is to nail the hot Romanian girl 
(Irena A. Hoffman) he’s been romancing online. 
The back story; 500 years ago, the castle which is 


now Razvan U. was home to Radu (also Skoog), a 
vampire in love with a witch whose soul was cap- 
tured in a music box by a vampire hunter. The box 
was lost for centuries until one of Radu’s minions 
finally returned it to the castle... just as Rusty and 
his dumb-ass friends arrive to start their term. The 
two storylines clash as Rusty gets mistaken for 
Radu, body parts fly Re-Animator-s\y\e and multi- 
ple fart and pot jokes are deployed. 

And, surprise, they mostly work. 

There’s no doubt the National Lampoon legacy 
has taken a bloody beating since the glory days of 
1 978's Animal House and 
1983’s Vacation. Anti while 
Transylmania does not 
boast the NL tag, its unac- 
knowledged status as an 
alumnus of the NL legacy 
and the cast’s commitment 
to their roles - especially 
Skoog as Radu/Rusty, Jen- 
nifer Lyons as both the 
dim-witted Lynne and the charismatic witch 
Stephania, and Musetta Vander as the vampire 
hunter/Razvan professor Teodora Van Sloan - 
makes the stupid humour not only tolerable but, if 
you’re in the mood (some intoxication helps), wel- 
come. 

Transylmania's horror references are tangential 
at best, but bits of Dracula, Frankenstein, Hostel 
and Re-Animatortio make themselves known, giv- 
ing this comedy at least a little bite. 

SEAN PLUMMER 

BUf DWEr YOD 

HAUNTED ECHOES 

Starring Sean Young, David Starzyk and M. Emmet Walsh 
Directed by Harry Bromley Davenport 
Written by Rachel Calendar 
E1 

“It’s sad when you see an actor you like starring in 
a shitty movie." - Last Chance Lance on Eric Balfour 
in Rise of the Gargoyles (fllW#9fl). I feel your pain, 


Lance, y’ot’ reprobate. And now I’ll raise you a cou- 
ple of winces for Haunted Echoes, which is just abort 
the most anemic, uninspired ghost story I’ve seen in 
years. 

It stars one good actor (Sean Young) with support- 
ing performances from one great one (M. Emmet 
Walsh) and two other decent ones (Juliet Landau and 
Barbara Bain). There’s wasted talent on the other 
side of the camera, too; Harry Bromiey Davenport, 
the man behind the delightfully twisted and Maryam 
d’Abo-nudity-enriched lo-fi classic Xtro, is credited 
as director and executive producer of this turgid 
twaddle, and seems about as engaged by the mate- 
rial as his cast (i.e. somewhere between very little 
and just plain not at all). 

Young and David Starzyk play Laura and Guy, a 
married couple attempting to salvage their relation- 
ship and sanity after their daughter has been ab- 
ducted, raped and murdered. The arrested suspect - 
who already has a history of bor- 
derline pedophilia - offs himself 
before he can be tried, thereby 
liberally spicing the proceedings 
with lingering doubts. Mean- 
while, Laura and Guy move to a 
quaint old fixer-upper they hope 
will occupy them sufficiently to 
heal, but guess what? The 
thing's haunted by the ghost of a 
young girl who may be their daughter. A cliched set- 
up rifftng on everything from The Innocents to The 
Changeling to several dozen waterlogged, long- 
haired-spectre-laden J-hotTor messes, and yet it’s 
not without promise. 

We all know that even the most tired horror plots 
can fly if imbued with enough enthusiasm by the cast 
and crew, but Rachel Calendar’s lifeless script seems 
to have disheartened the actors beyond all hope be- 
fore the cameras even rolled. Young phones It in to a 
degree that’s downright shocking, and while the 
mighty Walsh, cast as an eccentric but well-meaning 
neighbour, seems determined to give his all, he’s 
simply swimming against too strong a current. Unin- 
spired digital effects undermine the infrequent 









The renaissance in zombie movies over the last 
few years may have shot a tittle adrenaline into the 
mmm^Q heart of the walking dead, but the trend has also 
led to more lazy genre outings than contemporary 
(tessics. Take Zombie Dearest, a horror comedy that only seems to in- 
corporate zombies for the sake of a wider audience. 

The plot sees a troubled married couple move out to the country in an 
attempt to save toeir relationship. The husband (writer/director David 
Kemker) agrees to fix up the house but soon finds himself awkwardly 
wishing for help - out loud. A non-threatening zombie suddenly appears 
and quietly helps him work, tt’s never explained how or why. 

Said zombie arrives at the film's half-hour mark and doesn't get 
threatening until the last fifteen minutes. Calling this a horror movie is a 
stretch since most of the running time is dedicated to troubled relation- 
ship cliches and Kemker's painful attempt at writing a caveman-themed 
stand-up comedy routine. 

Zombie Dearest plays out like it was initially written as a romantic 
comedy with a weird “magic wish" element before Kemker shoehorned 
in a couple of zombies for the horror crowd. Don’t be fooled by this lame 
relationship comedy. Not even a zombie (X)uld sit through this. 

PHIL BROWN 
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There's nothing wrong with zero-budget horror 
productions; some of the most memorable genre 
classics fall into that category. Emil Hyde's debut 
feature, however, might have been a more enter- 
taining 'touTube short Stretched out to 90 minutes, it’s hand not to be dis- 
tracted by toe home video cinematography, drama school-reject acting, 
dime-store CGI and amateur gore gags. 

The story sees a reluctant landlord overseeing an apartment haunted 
by a pair of demons that eat his tenants. Most of toe movie is dedicated 
to toe landlord bickering with toe creatures; toe dialogue probably 
seemed snappy on the page but is wince-worthy onscreen. The movie 
is a comedy, so perhaps Hyde hoped audiences would forgive the mis- 
takes and assume they were supposed to inspire laughter. Unfortunately, 
none of his jokes work, so there’s no danger of that happening. 

Still, toere's a glimmer here, and perhaps Hyde wrill have a chance to 
use this as a springboard to make something that resembles an actual 
movie. Then again, judging by toe number of elements that simply don’t 
work in The Landlord, maybe he'll just go back to watching toe stacks 
of horror DVDs that litter the sets in his debut. 

PKL Bft'-'.vr* 
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scares, and the twist ending might have livened things up if we weren't already 
struggling to stay awake. A waste on virtually every level. 

JOHN W. BOWEN 
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LIFE BLOOD 

Starring Sophie Monk, Anya Lahin and Angela Lindvall 

Written and directed by Ron Carlson 

Lionsgate 

Oh, lesbian vampires, where would Z-grade movies be without you? In Life Blood. 
for instance, Rhea (Anya Lahiri) and Brooke (Sophie Monk) are a lipstick lesbian cou- 
ple who, finding themselves on toe run after murdering a would-be rapist on New 
Year’s Eve 1 960, wind up dead on the highway. God - in her traditional guise as a 
half-naked woman - shows up, makes out with Rhea, and tells her that since she’s 
led a pure life, she’s going to be resurrected as a vampire; 
she will have to kill to survive, but as God’s avenging angel, 
she will only be allowed to kill people who have been very, 
very bad. Crushed at the thought of eternity without Brooke, 

Rhea pleads for her to be resurrected as well; God agrees 
(after another makeout session), but Brooke doesn’t have 
Rhea’s apparent goodness of heart and upstanding sense 
of morality, and... well, tension-free mayhem ensues. 

Granted, the plot makes no sense, but in that regard, it’s 
consistent with a lot of elements in this movie; Monk’s spo- 
radically globe-trotting Anglo-Australian-North-American 
accent; the fact that the convenience store in which the vamps hole up for a day is 
called “Murder World” (also toe original, terrible name of this movie); and that the 
1 960 setting is indicated by a caption rather than a solid effort by the wardrobe and 
hair department, who appear to have given Monk half a beehive, then knocked off 
early. The performances are phoned in from a lumber yard, although to be fair, the 
fact that the script is ludicrous, pedestrian and contains no interesting characters, 
let alone any opportunity for character development, doesn’t really help. Worst of all, 
it’s not even bad enough to be funny. Essentially, this movie is a floating turd from 
the eternally clogged latrines of hell itself. 

CLAIRE HORSNELL 

MLF CHlfciOTCKED 

COLO STORAGE 

Starring Nick Searcy, Matt Keeslar and Joelle Carter 

Directed by Tony Elwood 

Written by Mark Kimray and Tony Elwood 

Lionsgate 

You wouldn't think that a movie featuring necrophilia, a chain fight and a climac- 
tic eye-gouging could induce boredom, but somehow Cold Storage pulls it off. 
Wiiter/directorTony Elwood has made a career in horror movies (even working both 
behind and in front of the camera on Evil Dead 2\ and 
this film seems like his attempt to stretch beyond the 
genre. He tries to combine horror archetypes with 
earnest human drama and the cocktail never quite 
works. The set pieces are simply loo stylized and the 
drama too subdued for it all to fit together neatly. 

The plot comes straight out of Psycho, with no sense 
of homage to validate the plagiarism. An attractive 
blonde is introduced as a would-be protagonist, only to 
be bumped off and quickly picked up by a lonely and 
insane former mama’s boy named Clive (Nick Searcy). 

Clive is a cross between Forrest Gump and Norman 
Bates who lives in the same cabin where he was raised by his overprotective mother. 
With Ma long dead. Clive grows desperate for companionship and starts speaking 
to the blonde’s corpse, courting her like a smitten teenager from' the '50s. Searcy 
does a decent job of making toe submissive Clive seem sympathetic during these 
scenes, which alternate from oddly sweet to creepy and disturbing. Of course, the 
fantasy can’t last forever. The woman's sister and former lover eventually come 









looking for her, and Clive, his faux romance in jeopardy, 
turns into a killer. 

At times it seems as if Elwood was trying to turn Psycho 
into a realistic drama, which isn't a bad concept. Unfortu- 
nately, other than Searcy, none of the actors are up to the 
task and the director’s love of stylized gore quickly betrays 
any sense of realism. What's left is a drama with too many 
heightened genre elements to be taken seriously, and a 
gorefest slowed to a snail’s pace by failed characteriza- 
tion. It’s nice when filmmakers try to expand the bound- 
aries of horror, but when it completely compromises the 
movie’s entertainment value, what’s the point? 

PHIL BROWN 

ALMOST WsduATCHABLE 


BIGFOOT 


Starring Todd Cox. Liza Foster and Bob Gray 
Written and directed by Bob Gray 
Troma 



There’s some kind of 'squatchploitation thing happen- 
ing lately, what with dubious B-movies such as Sasquatch 
4ssau/f hitting DVD shelves, Reggie Bannister’s Primitive 
in production and the upcoming revisit of ’70s classic The 
Legend of Boggy Creek. Add to that list Bigfoot a low- 
budget, amateur effort which 
was actually made five years 
ago but garnered little interest 
until Troma recently came to the 
rescue. 

It's safe to assume that if 
you’re going to watch a movie 
called Bigfoot. you're not exactly 
expecting Amadeus. But hope- 
fully it’s a serviceable creature 
feature filled with good-looking 
girls, corny dialogue and a cool 
monster. Essentially given that 
Troma was willing to release it, you'd think that's what 
you’d get. but unfortunately BigfoottaWs to appeal to even 
those lowbrow sensibilities. 

The film stars no-name actor Todd Cox as an ex-military 
dude who, after surviving a divorce and a court martial, 
returns to his Midwest hometown, only to learn that mu- 
tilated animal carcasses have been turning up at an 
alarming rate. He thinks they’re ttie handiwork of a bear, 
but we all know better. 

All of the acting is terrible, particularly leading man Cox, 
who mumbles lines off cue cards; most of the movie looks 
as if it was shot in someone’s living room; and the awk- 
ward script spends way too much time on family drama 
themes that ultimately have nothing to do with the story. 
Gray takes a cue from Jaws by not revealing his monster 
until two thirds of the way through, but he struggles to 
create something worth watching in the meantime. This 
movie is booooring, and plays it straight way too often 
given its silly premise, only to then inject bad toilet hu- 
mour when it’s tryingto be suspenseful. Are we supposed 
to be taking this movie seriously, or what? 

The answer is that it doesn't matter. At the end of the 
day, the production is too D.I.Y., the kills too ineffective and 
the blood too pink for you to give a damn. Like the infa- 
mous Patterson-Gimlin footage, B/gfoof ain’t the real deal, 
and it doesn’t even have a (big)foot to stand on. 

AARON VON lUPTON 



TAKE IT ALL OFF 


PENANCE 

Independent Media Distribution 

- ''S 9 Michael Rooker (Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer) as a demented hit man? 

B Tony Todd (Candymari) as a twisted chauffeur? James Duval (Donnie Darko] 
as a horny frat boy? And a bunch of hot-ass strippers and chicks in prison? 
We get all that in Penance, a film tfiat follows a cash-strapped young mother 
PENANCt ' Involved with a reality show who starts stripping and gets abducted by a crazy 
doctor (Graham McTavish; Rambo). He holds her and several other strippers 
prisoner in an abandoned mental institution, where he tortures and mutilates them to try to pu- 
rify their souls. It’s a great film that goes past the contrivances of torture porn thanks to the doc's 
convictions. He truly believes he’s saving souls, even if it means losing a few parts... 

BODY COUNT: 5 

BEST SCENE; Seif-castration 


REDUCE. REUSE. RECVCU 

ABDUCTION 

R Squared Films 

Looking for a quaint town to vacation in? Take a pass on Process, New Jer- 
- ^ , sey. You see, the simple rural folk there just love to abduct hapless touriste so 

I they can rape them on a pay-per-view webcam, impregnate them, sell their 
i children, harvest their organs for the highest bidders and cut off their fancy 
* ' tattoos to use for “leather" purses and wallets. A homage to films such as 
Two Thousand Maniacs!, this is a sleazy, cheesy flick loaded with campy per- 
formances from a mostly solid cast. It also features a whole whack of hot 
babes in various states of undress. Throw in copious gore, don't worry much about plot, and you've 
got a film that'll have you on the righteous road to H.G. Lewisville. 

BODY COUNT: 5 

BEST SCENE: Hacked-up with a chainsaw 



REVEL ROUSERS 


HOSPITALITY 

Brain Damage Films 

Question: What's worse than picking up beer bottles, pizza boxes, used con- 
doms and other crap after a night of partying? Answer: Discovering that 
amongst all of the detritus are a couple of people who refuse to leave. That’s 
what happens in Hospitality, where things go from bad to worse when two 
sociopathic party guests hold their host captive in his isolated winter cabin, 
submitting him to prolonged bouts of physical and psychological torture (a 
jacuzzi and electrical cord do some damage to both mind and body). Filmed 
in black and white with a hand-held camera. Hospitality proves to be a compelling, claustropho- 
bic film in the vein of The Strangers and House on the Edge of the Park. Tighten that guest list! 
BODY COUNT; 0 

BEST SCENE: Hot tub electro-torture 
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MONDO BELGIUM 


THE SADIST WITH RED TEETH (1971)/ 
FORBIDDEN PARIS (1969) 

Starring Albert Simone, Jane Clayton 
and Daniel Moosman 

Written and directed by Jean-Louis van Belle 
Mondo Macabro 

Mondo Macabro has been a trailblazer in the 
pantheon of cult cinema thanks to its catalogue 
comprised of outstanding editions of quirky inter- 
national oddities that have a 
certain cachet among collec- 
tors. But the company has 
veered off its path and leapt into 
the void with this set (consisting 
of two Belgian productions 
never available in any home 
video format) from an enigmatic 
French filmmaker unknown 
even in his cinema-obsessed 
homeland. 

The Sadist with Red Teedi is a 
surreal tale in line with the eso- 
teric vampire offerings of Jean 
Rollin and Jess Franco. Albert 
Simone stars as Daniel, survivor 
of a car accident that has left him convinced that 
he’s a vampire, a notion secretly encouraged by 
his sinister doctor and his twitchy assistant for 
motives never made clear. Despite a supportive 


girlfriend (Jane Clayton), Daniel's mental condi- 
tion deteriorates (depicted through hilariously 
crude effects sequences and stock footage of ex- 
plosions and tropical storms) until he attacks a 
woman in a theatre. However. Daniel can’t work 
up the courage to kill until he finds a pair of plas- 
tic fangs in a novelty shop, which he uses to claim 
his first victim. Emboldened, he comes out as a 
vampire at a climactic costume party. 

The more interesting film of the set is Forbidden 
Paris, a mondo reputedly banned upon release. 
Slavishly imitative of Mondo Cane (1962), the 
weird Italian travelogue from 
which the subgenre takes its 
name, this pseudo-documen- 
tary chronicles the fringe 
groups that purportedly existed 
within Parisian society at the 
time. It meanders from the titil- 
lating (a nude woman driving a 
car), to the bizarre (a man 
shaves the heads of a woman 
and child before donning a 
homemade radiation suit and 
leaving their bomb shelter to 
tool around town on his electric 
bicycle), to the macabre (the 
last vampire in Paris visits a 
slaughterhouse to buy fresh horse blood). Also de- 
picted are sex cults, a Nazi appreciation society, a 
barber who shaves corpses and a cringe-inducing 
segment involving a flabby fakir who pushes over- 



sized barbeque skewers through his skin. The di- 
rector claims the footage is all real, though it 
couldn’t appear more staged. 

Both films are presented in anamorphic 
widescreen and look fantastic for their vintage. 
Extras include introductions from van Belle, a half- 
hour documentary about him, text essays and 
trailers for other Mondo Macabro titles, 

THE GORE-MET 


ROMERO. ARGENTO GO POE 


TWO EVIL EYES (1990) 

Starring Adrienne Barbeau, Harvey Keitel and E.G. Marshall 
Directed by George A. Romero and Dario Argento 
Written by George A. Romero, Dario Argento 
and Franco Fenini 
Arrow Video 

When an Edgar Allan Poe anthology film di- 
rected by terror titans George A. Romero and 
Dario Argento was originally announced, fans 
salivated over the possibilities. Unfortunately, the 
rather bland adaptations of Poe’s classic tales 
that comprise Two Evil Eyes failed to impress. 

Romero undertakes the dubious task of trans- 
iating Poe’s threadbare story “The Facts in the 
Case of Mr. Vaidemar," about a man hypnotized at 
the point of death, which leaves him trapped be- 
tween here and beyond. For his adaptation, 
Romero wrapped the narrative in an EC Comics- 
style plot about a gold-digging wife (Adrienne 
Barbeau) and her iover, who set their four evil 
eyes on the bedridden Vaidemar's millions. Con- 
sidered by many to be the weaker of the two 
hour-long films, Romero’s rather blase entry 
could have been bolstered by the highly stylized 
look of the director’s previous anthology film 
Creepshow 

Photographed with considerably more style (al- 
beit less than he's known for), Argento’s segment 
adapts “The Black 
Cat" to a modern 
setting and injects 
Poe namesakes and 
imagery into the pro- 
ceedings. Case in 
point, Harvey Keitel is 
introduced as pho- 
tographer Roderick 
Usher (a nod to Poe’s 
The Fall of the House 
of Ushei) at a crime 
scene featuring a 
woman split in half 
by a huge pendulum (referencing The Pit and the 
Pendulum). Argento delivers an abundance of 
gore and Keitel’s psychotic-performance is befit- 
ting of his remorseless character. 

This release from UK’s Arrow Video includes all 
of the packaging goodies we’ve come to expect 
- newly commissioned lurid cover art by Rick 
Melton, a mini-poster, and a booklet essay by 
scribe Calum Waddell - but provides little more 
than trailers as special features on the disc. 
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Oddly, Arrow's menu divides the film in two, pro- 
viding selections for either the "Valdemar” seg- 
ment or “The Black Cat,” with no option to watch 
the pair as a complete film. Released as Region 
0, the disc should be compatible with North 
American Region 1 computer DVD drives and 
stand-alone DVD players that can convert PAL to 
NTSC. Despite lacking the commentaries and 
features present on current Region 1 releases, 
the film is offered in Italian audio with English 
subtitles. Considering Two Evil Eyes was shot 
with an American cast in Romero’s old stompin’ 
grounds of Pennsylvania, though, you’ll probably 
want to pass. 

JASON PICHONSKY 


GENTLEMEN GHOULS 


HOUSE OF THE LONG SHADOWS (1983) 

starring Vincent Price. Christopher Lee and Peter Cushing 
Directed by Pete Walker 
Written by Michael Armstrong 
MGM 



Released in 1983, House of the Long Shad- 
ows was an anomaly among horror films at the 
time. Featuring a cast of cin- 
ema’s most stately boogey- 
men - Christopher Lee, 

Vincent Price, Peter Cushing 
and John Carradine - it was 
an affectionate homage to the 
elegant chillers of Hammer 
and Amicus studios. Unfortu- 
nately, the film wasn’t on the 
radar of audiences of the day, 
who were more interested in 
the latest exploits of Jason 
Voorhees or a slobbering, rabid St. Bernard, and 
as such, it disappeared from theatres with nary 
a whimper. 

Based on the classic novel Seven Keys to 
Baldpate, by author Earl Derr Biggers, the plot 
has brash young American writer Kenneth 
Magee (Desi Arnaz Jr.) making a $20,000 bet 
with his English publisher that he can churn out 
a gothic novel in the vein of Wuthering Heights 
in just one day. All he'll require is a bit of at- 
mosphere for inspiration and some solitude in 
which to work. After being given the key to an 
empty, old Welsh manor, Magee doesn’t get 
much written before he finds himself interrupted 
by a reunion of the strange and secretive Gris- 
banes (played by Price, Cushing, Carradine and 
Sheila Keith). The family’s get-together is then 
crashed by a beautiful young woman, as well as 
a killer with an axe to grind. 

Significant for being the only film to feature 
the four genre icons onscreen simultaneously 
(1970’s Scream and Scream Again featured 
Price, Lee and Cushing, but not in the same 
scenes), HotLS is unfortunately hampered by 
the pedestrian direction of exploitation guru 
Pete Walker (Frightmare, House of Whipcord}. 
It’s still a pleasure to watch these master thes- 


pians at work, though, and the black humour- 
laced script gives several opportunities for the 
actors (particuiarly Price and Cushing) to plant 
their tongues firmly in cheek. For in- 
stance, following a scene where the 
family gathers around to hear a sombre 
piano recital, a victim is discovered with 
her throat slashed by piano wire, to 
which Price quips that the kilier “must 
have heard her singing.” 

Fans have long had a difficult time 
finding the film, released just once to 
VHS, but now MGM is offering it as a 
burn-on-demand title (available on 
Amazon.com). Flawed yet enjoyable. 
House of the Long Shadows is a must for fans 
of these gentlemen of terror. 

JAMES BURRELL 


HAWKING GOES SEHLiNG 


THE MASTERS OF SCIENCE FICTION (2007) 

starring Malcolm McDowell, John Hurt and Terry O’Ouinn 
Directed by Harold Becker. Jonathan Frakes, 

Darnell MaiUn.etal. 

Written by Sam Egan, Harlan Ellison, Howard Fast, et al. 
Anchor Bay 

And you thought Masters ofHorrorhad a short 
run. Commissioned by ABC to fill a 10 p.m. time 
slot, then cancelled after airing a mere four 
episodes. The Masters of Science Fiction was an 
ambitious series of short sci-fi films based on the 
works of high-profile authors. The episodes are 
more reminiscent of The Twilight Zone and The 
Outer Limits than Star Trek, which is good news 
for those of you who don’t speak Kiingon or spend 
entire evenings dreaming of how you’d customize 
your holodeck settings. 

Each 50-minute episode is bookended with a 
Rod Serling-style commentary by physicist 
Stephen Hawking, whose voice-simulation soft- 
ware provides an unintentionally macabre frame 


to the proceedings. Hawking’s speeches tend to 
highlight the heavy philosophical questions that 
inform the films and are hardly necessary, as 
those questions - What does it mean to be 
human? What is truth? Why do humans wage 
war? - are not always handled with much sub- 
tlety. Expository dialogue is too often substituted 
for dramatic action onscreen, yet the scripts are 
generally strong otherwise. Production values 
are high and number of first-rate actors put in 
appearances throughout, including Malcolm Mc- 
Dowell, John Hurt, Terry O’Quinn, Judy Davis, 
Sam Waterston, James Cromwell and Sean 
Astin. 

The best episode is “The Awakening,” which 
opens in an Iraq desert, where an American hel- 
icopter has crashed, leaving a disoriented sol- 
dier staggering through the wreckage. When an 
armed Iraqi, who 
may be an insur- 
gent, confronts the 
soldier, the two men 
go into catatonic 
shock after gaining 
the ability to under- 
stand all foreign lan- 
guages. It's a truly 
eerie scene that sets 
up a story about an 
alien invasion, with 
plenty of visual ref- 
erences to Carpenter's The Thing along the way. 

The two-DVD set (which has been re-released 
as part of Anchor Bay’s Alternate Realities: A Sci- 
ence Fiction Collectior/} also includes episodes five 
^d six, which were never aired, but little else in 
the way of extras. There may not be a tot of 
straight-up horror on or offscreen, but there’s 
enough mystery, tension, murder; mutation and 
aliens to warrant a look from us non-Klingon 
speakers. 

JAMES GRAINGER 
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camera dollies in and the screen fades to black. 
Roll opening credits and cue the dramatic sound- 
track by genre veteran Albert Glasser (7??e Amaz- 
ing Colossal Man, The Cyclops, Monster from 
Green Helli. 

We’re then introduced to Audrey Aimes (Invasion 
USA's Peggie Castle), a journalist who teams up 
with Dr. Ed Wainwright (Peter Graves from It Con- 
quered the World and TV’s 
Mission: Impossible) to dis- 
cover what has destroyed the 
nearby community of Ludlow. 

Dr. Ed is an entomologist ex- 
perimenting with the growth of 
enormous tomatoes and 
strawberries{!). The pair soon 
discovers that the insects have 
been eating Dr. Ed’s radiation- 
blasted food, and have turned 
into giants with a taste for hu- 
mans. Dr. Ed and Audrey take 
the news to Washington, and 
then it's a showdown between 
the military and the grasshop- 
pers. Will mankind prevail or is it. . . the beginning 
of the end? 

This is the infamous flick, lampooned on Mystery 
Science Theater 3000, where normal-sized 
grasshoppers are made to appear huge by having 


'HI 

them crawl over photographs of Chicago buildings. 
Unfortunately, when the bugs crawl off the sec- 
tions of photos that contain buildings, they appear 
to be crawling up the sky. During the course of the 
film, it's casually mentioned that their wings 
haven't developed, which meant tiat, conveniently, 
the FX team didn’t have to try to show them flying. 

These very low-budget effects were the work of 
special FX man/writer/director/producer Bert I. 
Gordon, who had a certain “let's get it up on the 
screen, no matter what it looks like" attitude that 
has endeared him to classic creature feature fans. 
He would revisit the bug-on-rear-projection gim- 
mick again in Earth vs. the Spider (\95B) and Em- 
pire of die Ants [W7),\N\Vn similarly shaky results. 

While it doesn’t add much to the big bug oeuvre 
other than the introduction of giant grasshoppers. 
Beginning of the End dares to challenge the wis- 
dom of using nuclear weapons, while resigning it- 
self to the notion that it's a “last resort.” Audrey 
and Dr. Ed are given a very tight deadline to find the 
sound wave frequency that will lure the insects into 
the ocean, drowning them. If they fail, the military 
will drop an A-bomb on Chicago. This leads to a 
hastily abrupt ending that manages to avoid any 
complex special FX work, while achieving the 
loftier goal of pitting intellect (science) against 
muscle (the military). 

This flick has other things going for it as well, 
namely appealing leads in Graves and Castle, a 
solid and equitable female character in Aimes, an 
enjoyable, if thoroughly predictable, plot that would 
still be used by the time Jaws hit theatres in 1 975, 
and a brisk 76-minute running time. 

But there’s just no getting past its choice of 
monster, a deadly flaw in a creature feature. Giant 
grasshoppers just aren’t scary or even particularly 
extraordinary. When we en- 
counter our first one around the 
eighteen-minute mark, the poor 
bug is less than threatening. 
(One has to wonder what Ray 
Harryhausen could have done, 
given the forward-thinking 
script.) 

Content to follow in tiie foot- 
steps of bigger and better giant 
bug movies rather than to add 
much new. Hen’s Tooth Video's 
fresh DVD re-release of Begin- 
ning of the End\s a sure bet for 
creature feature completists and 
fans looking for an entertaining 
way to say goodbye to Peter Graves, who passed 
away in March of this year. Those looking for a 
scarier big bug menace, however, should hightail it 
back to Them! 

DAVE STEVITART 


ONE GIANT LEAP 
FOR BUG-KIND 


BEGINNING OF THE END (1957) 

StamngPel -Graves. Peggie Castle and Morris Ankrum 
[hi...,!ect byBertlGofcioii 

by Fred Fr- ^ • ..j Lester Gom 

He..'v Tooth Video 

I Ah, the giant bug pictures of the 1 950s. A sub- 
genre of the atomic age invasion films popular at 
the time, these fright flicks reflected the public’s 
fear of not just the Red Menace, but also of the un- 
known capabilities of the atomic bomb. Who knew 
what radiation could inadvertently produce? Turns 
out filmmakers of the 1950s thought it would be 
giant bugs. 

With the success of 1954’s giant ant classic 
Them!, the screen was soon crawling with all 
manner of overgrown insects, such as The Black 
Scorpion (1957), The Deadly Mantis (1957) and 
The Wasp Woman (1959). Perhaps the silliest con- 
cept. though, sees behemoth grasshopper leaving 
a trail of destruction across Illinois in 1957's Be- 
ginning of the End. 

The film starts as all good ’50s sci-fi/horror hy- 
brids should, with a couple necking in a car while 
rock 'n' roll blasts on the radio. Startled by some- 
thing offscreen, the girl lets loose a scream as the 
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W ho says htJiror movies ^en’t hazardous to 
your health? You may never have seen The 
World Beyond (1978) - dorv^t feel bad, be- 
cause most people haven't - but it’s the one film that 
literally threatened my physical well-being. Specifi- 
cally, it caused one of my oldest and dearest friends 
to throw a knife at me. But I’m getting ahead of my- 
self here. 

Even more so than today, TV in the 1 970s was rife 
with pilots for proposed series that never took off, 
and in many cases it's just as well they didn't. But 
the mind boggles at the horror bounty that the now 
all-but-forgotten IVor/dBeyorrdmight have offered 
us, had it spawned at least one season. The show's 
Pfemise exists somewhere in the murky, nether- 
world between the pulpy delights of Kolchak: The 
fiight Stalker and the anthropological underpinnings 
of many X-Files episodes: after a near-death expe- 
rience during surgery, sports journalist Paul Taylor 
(Granville Van Dusen) begins receiving messages 
from the recently deceased, who exhort himto help 
people who are threatened by various supernatural 
entities. In this hour-long, one-off 
episode titled “Monster" (but better 
known among the show’s tiny cult 
following as "Mud Monster”), Taylor 
is summoned to a small Island off the 
coast of Maine by the spirit of a dead 
occult dabbler (Richard Fitzpatrick) 
who has unwisely conjured a golem 
that now threatens the life of his sis- 
ter, portrayed by a gre-PoltergeistJo- 
Beth Williams. (In case your command 
of Jewish folklore is subpar, a golem 
is a mythical creature - a soulless 
man made from mud.) The homicidal 
and seemingly invincible clay critter 
is rapidly wasting the few remaining residents of 
the island, and F^ul and company may be next if 
they don't get their Mulder on in a hurry and unlock 
a few ancient mysteries. 

Van Dusen Isn't exactly a household name, but 
the likeable Christopher Walken look-alike has 
1 ^-w^guested on everything from The Waltons and 
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Three's Company to Melrose Place and Gilmore 
Girls. Williams isn’t the only one with horror cred 
among the tiny supporting cast eittier; there’s also 
Barnard Hughes (Grandpa from The Lost Boydi as a 
crusty boat captain. But while the solid players are 
a legitimate attraction, The World Beyonds greatest 
charm - and the reason I went to ridiculous lengths 
to seek it out after all these years - is that 
it’s genuinely fucking creepy. Sure, the vi- 
olence isTV-movie tame and the dialogue 
TV-movie lame, but veteran prime-time 
director Noel Black (latter-day Twilight 
Zone episodes and Nightmare ClassicSi 
deftly.dishes the suspense, amping up the 
tension with the golem howling in the dis- 
tance between attacks. 

i’ve spelunked my share of long-forgot- 
ten shit from some pretty obscure comers 
of the home vid quagmire, but even by 
Bowen’s Basement standards. The World 
Beyond cou\d provoke a throbbing obscu- 
rity boner in the britches of even the most 
pathological horror nerd. It's currently available 
from Super Strange Video on DVD-R, in a suitably 
dodgy transfer from a Betamax (!!!) recording of 
TWffs sole broadcast on January 21, 1978. And 
since the archivist in question didn’t hit tae pause 
button during commercial breaks, this recording 
boasts the added authenticity/kitsch factor (there’s 


a difference?) of honest-to-goodness ’70s TV ad- 
vertising - including the infamous “Barbara, you 
up?” spot for NyQuil, in which a hapless hubby 
wakes his wife up to tell her he can’t sleep, and she 
manages not to bludgeon him to death with the 
nearest frying pan. 

Speaking of which, so what of ttie aforementioned 
near-knifing? That fateful, dark and snowy night in 
’78, 1 was watching TWB wita a group of friends, 
among them my pal Anne, who's a horror wuss of 
ttie first order. You know the type - some cover their 
eyes, some hide behind pillows, whereas Anne's un- 
failing M.O. was to leave tae room and make sand- 
wiches. Passing behind her in the kitchen en route 
to the bathroom during a commercial break, I could- 
n’t help but bellow something akin to “Booga- 
booga!” She emitted an unearthly, Geddy 
Lee-worthy shriek that may well have neutered 
every unfixed dbg on the block, and in a single fluid 
motion, whirled around and threw a knife at me. 
Okay, so it was just a butter knife, but at more than 
twenty mph, dude, it might as well have been a 
motherfucking bayonet. She missed, the knife 
bounced off the wall, we exchanged a few unkind 
words and then got on with our lives. We remain 
close friends to this day, but as grateful as I am for 
her friendship. I’m infinitely more grateful that she 
throws like a girl. Now get the hell out of my base- 
ment, Anne, and go make me a sandvihc^.9 
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C ar! Kolchak is a very unorthodox hero. The 
mousy, middle-aged tabloid reporter with 
questionable grooming habits - piayed by 
Darren McGavin throughout one fuli sea- 
son of TV’s Kolchak: The Night Stalker anti two 
TV movies (The Night Stalker and The Night 
Strangle/) in the mid-70s - protected the people 
of Chicago from vampires, werewolves, mum- 
mies, zombies and even kiiler cavemen. But in 
1975, after twenty episodes and poor ratings, 
Kolchak hung up his hat, seemingly forever. 

Of course, if there's one thing horror fans know, 
it’s that nothing truly stays dead. With the success 
of The X'Files in the ’90s, interest in paranormal 
investigators soared and Kolchak was resurrected 
in a handful of novels and eventually on the comic 
page. Since 2003, Moonstone Books has been 
regularly publishing one-shots and graphic nov- 
els and have several Kolchak projects slated for 
this year, including an adaptation of The Night 
Strangler, an ongoing monthly series debuting this 
fall and a comic reuniting Kolchak with the world 
of H.P. Lovecraft. 

C.J. Henderson, the veteran author behind 
the reunion, is no stranger to supernatural de- 
tectives. Henderson’s popular Teddy London 
novels of the ’90s - written under the pseudo- 
nym Robert Morgan - were 
about a P.l. threatened by vam- 
pires and demons, which made 
entering Kolchak's world as 
easy as slipping into a pair of 
old shoes. 

“I have to admit it's been a 
lot of fun,” gleams Henderson. 

“Kolchak is a very different 
kind of character than most of 
those I've created myself. Get- 
ting that mix of arrogance and 
cowardice just right is a real 
challenge. People call him a 
coward, but let's face it, he’s a 
coward in the face of vam- 
pires, werewolves and other 
hell-things. He’s just a guy, you know. The fact 
that he stands up against them at all puts him 
leagues ahead of the rest of us." 

Henderson, an avowed Lovecraft fan, has 
written numerous prose stories in that universe 


and previously introduced Kolchak to the ter- 
rors of Lovecraft in the 2007 graphic novel 
Kolchak: The Lovecraftian Horror. The title 
proved successful enough to hurl old Carl back 
into the pit for Kolchak: The Lovecraftian 
Damnation. 

“Those who know their Lovecraft will recog- 
nize the term 'Deep Ones’," explains Hender- 
son. “Deep Ones are human 
beings who give themselves 
over to worshipping the elder 
gods to the extent that they 
begin to transform into other- 
worldly creatures. In this story, 
Kolchak is sent to cover the 
discovery of what turns out to 
be a Deep One’s corpse, which 
has washed up on a local 
beach. By the end of the story. 
I build things up to the point 
where the fate of the world is 
in Carl’s hands. He can either 
run with his story and tell peo- 
ple something they probably 
really shouldn’t know, or he 
can help the government cover things up and 
continue to look like a jerk.” 

Lovecraft fans know things don’t always 
bode well for the protagonist, a fact which Hen- 
derson is very conscious of. 


"It was very interesting to put Kolchak up 
against the mythos, because the traditional 
thing is, once someone sees an elder creature, 
they're pretty much doomed to simply going 
mad. But hasn't Kolchak seen enough of the be- 
yond that he could stare down Cthulhu without 
losing hope?" 

Like the first Kolchak/Lovecraft book. The 
Lovecraftian Damnation is being drawn in "wide 
vision,” a format that showcases Robert Hack’s 
gorgeous artwork by presenting every panel in 
a double-page spread (meant to mimic 
widescreen movies). As the writer, does Hen- 
derson feel threatened by the emphasis on vi- 
suals? 

“The main trick when doing comics is to re- 
alize that you do have art, and to shut up and 
get out of its way. The stupidest thing any writer 
can do is to yammer on describing what’s in the 
art, as if it is not there. Don't describe clothing 
or hair colour, don’t talk about what can be 
seen. ... Get inside the characters’ heads, give 
the readers something that makes it worth their 
time to read the words as well as look at the 
pictures.” 

Kolchak: The Lovecraftian Damnation is avail- 
able now from Moonstone Books. For more in- 
formation on C.J. Henderson please visit 
cjhenderson.com.9 
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Hamlet, banished from Denmark for the murder of Polonius, sets out for England, and along the way stumbles 
across cutthroat pirates, a handful of ghosts and a familiar trio of witches. Once he reaches his destination, the reign- 
ing king, Richard III, offers to resurrect Hamlet’s dead father for a price: kill the wizard Shakespeare, The first issue of 
Kill Shakespeare plays fast and furious with some of the Bard's most famous characters and settings, yet in a very in- 
triguing fashion. The concept of the series is deceptively simple, and given the number of macabre characters and sit- 
uations created by the playwright, the storyline has myriad roads it can travel down. If the remainder of the series is 
as confident and clever as this issue, this may very well be one of the surprise hits of the year. 


1 should be tired of Marvel Zombies 
by now, yet with each series the creators 
manage to put a new spin on the subject 
while remaining faithful to the original 
concept. This in- 
stallment opens 
up in an alternate 
Wild West where 
familiar versions 
of Marvel’s west- 
ern characters, 
such as the Hurri- 
cane. Rawhide Kid 
and Kid Colt, un- 
dergo the zombie 
shuffle. Van Lente 
knows how to perfectly 
mix blood splatter with tongue-in-cheek zani- 
ness for a highly entertaining romp. Even if the 
issue had been a disappointment, Van Lente 
would still get top marks for the surprise ap- 
pearance of an infamous character sent from 
the regular Marvel universe to collect zombie 
specimens in order to find a 
cure (thus nicely linking to the 
previous mini). People at DC 
take note: this is how you make 
a superhero zombie booki 

In tbc last Inuc of We Will 
Bury You, Mirah discovered that 
her husband had been mur- 
dered by her lesbian lover 
Fanya, right in the middle of a 
zombie epidemic. This issue 
sees the two women running 
through the streets of 1920s 
New York, attempting to make 


sense of the carnage 
around them while 
desperately trying to 
survive. While there’s 
some nice interplay 
between the two 
characters, the major- 
ity of the issue mean- 
ders and it’s very 
by-the-numbers 
something that will be 
apparent to anyone 
who’s read even a few 
living dead comics. 
The Grants don’t re- 
ally do anything new with the zombie concept, 
nor do they take advantage of the nostalgic set- 
ting. Strahm’s art brings a refreshing unique- 
ness to the visuals, but the writing, 
unfortunately, doesn’t follow suit. 

To<M and have just created the lat- 
est horror comic sensation, a bloody serial killer 
called Slasherman. However, 
their newfound elation quickly 
turns to terror when, during a 
cross-country publicity tour, 
grisly murders start to occur by 
what appears to be a copycat 
killer. Palmiotti and Gray raise 
some very interesting ques- 
tions throughout the story, in- 
cluding the validity of horror as 
an art form and the effect that 
its popularity has on society. 
Unfortunately they don’t pro- 
vide any satisfying answers. As 
entertainment. Random Acts of 


Violence works 
well enough. The 
story is solid, the 
characters are 
well-written and likeable, and their predica- 
ments are genuinely disturbing. But the pre- 
dictable climax and shoddy resolution are a 
letdown. There was a great opportunity to pro- 
vide further insight into an issue that is more 
and more common in the horror genre but, as it 
is, we’re left with a decent but forgettable title. 


To Miebratf the upcoming 50th issue of 
Grimm Fairy Tales, Zenescope is reprinting 
some of their older stories for the ridiculously 
low price of $1.00, 
so readers who 
took a pass on the 
first go-around can 
take a cheap peek 
and see what 
they’ve been miss- 
ing. This issue, a 
retelling of Sleep- 
ing Beauty, is a 
fine example of 
what makes this 
series entertaining. 

Using the classic 
tale as a spring- 
board, the writers 
turn a few screws and amp up the horror quo- 
tient. In this case, we discover that Beauty can 
only be awoken from her famous slumber by 
someone who truly loves her - those who don’t 
and try anyway suffer an agonizing fate. A very 
guilty pleasure. ^ 
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WANDERING IN THE WHEDONVERSE A SEQUEL WITH BITE OBSOLETE OBSERVATIONS 


SEXUAL RHETORIC IN THE WORKS OF 
JOSS WHEOON: NEW ESSAYS 

Erin B. Waggoner, ed. 

McFarland 

Sex and pop culture go together like a vam- 
pire and a nice pint of Rhesus negative; add 
Joss Whedon into the mix and you can practi- 
cally hear the fangirls and boys howling with ec- 
stasy. But buyer be warned, many of the essays 
in Waggoner’s collection - covering Buffy, 
Angel, Firefly, Dollhouse an6 Dr. Horrible's Sing- 
Along Blog - display an excruciating level of 
navel-gazing insularity. Sure, the writers’ analy- 
ses of the minutiae of Whedon’s work prove un- 
questionably that Buffy made for thoughtful and 
groundbreaking TV, which is really only news if 
you haven’t left your crypt in the past thirteen 
years, but few of them take the extra step and 
look outwards to what that show, its themes and 
its popularity means for our society, which is, 
after all, surely what academic work is sup- 
posed to do. 

While there’s no question that the study of 
pop culture can be both valuable and fascinat- 
ing, the intellectual merit of placing char- 
acters on the Kinsey scale (which rates a 
person’s sexual orientation on a scale of 0 to 6, 
with 0 being exclusively heterosexual and 6 
being exclusively homosexual), as Kathryn 
Weber does in “Exploding Sexual Binaries in 
Buffy and Angel," is somewhat unclear. (Spike 
is “easily" a five, “if not a four,” by the way.) 
Waggoner’s own essay, “The Symbolic Gun in 
Willow’s Love Life,” seems to be more of an 


outline of some neat stuff she noticed while 
watching TV, than a solid scholarly inquiry. Like- 
wise, Todd Parks’ piece connecting Angel's 
fears of contamination and HIV/AIDS doesn't re- 
ally add anything new to the existing body of 
work analysing the vampire myth, other than 
noting that such fears also occur in the Whedo- 
nverse. 

What is interesting is seeing Whedon’s other 
shows considered by scholars; Catherine Coker’s 
essay “Exploitation of Bodies and Minds in Sea- 
son One of Dollhouse” investigates issues of ex- 
ploitativeness and exploitation within the show, 
and confronts the mar1<eting campaign used by 
the networks to promote it. But it’s a rare exam- 
ple of engagement with the outside world that’s 
otherwise missing from the proceedings. And 
when so little effort is made to explain why the 
subject of these essays is even worth the 
reader’s attention, the question is raised that no 
academic wants to hear: “So what?” 

JUSTINE WARWICK 

DOG BLOOD 

David Moody 

Thomas Dunne 

Every unpublished writer had reason to hate 
David Moody in 2006, when his novel Hater 
managed to score a movie deal with producer 
Guillermo del Toro and director J.A. Bayona {The 
Orphanage) before it even found a publisher. Yet 
that hate was tempered by the fact that Hater 
was a thrilling, high-octane exercise in brutality, 
which found ordinary people afflicted with the 
impulse to kill anyone in their paths. It success- 


fully twisted the conventions of the genre by 
making its hero, Danny McCoyne, become a 
“Hater" and having him discover that he likes it 
a whole lot better. When the story ended on a 
cliffhanger, many feared its follow-up would fall 
victim to the sophomore slump: time was tick- 
ing on whether Moody was a bold new voice or 
simply a one-hit wonder. 

Well, Moody is the real deal and Dog Blood \s 
more ferocious than the blood-saturated pages 
of Water could have prepared us for. If the theme 
of the first book was no hope, then Dog Bloods 
is no future, as Haters and the uninfected 
(dubbed “Unchanged”) alike are resorting to in- 
creasingly desperate tactics to survive. 

The last of humanity has crowded into over- 
populated ghettos, where they battle with each 
other over the dwindling supply of food and 
water. Meanwhile, the Haters have begun to or- 
ganize and find that with substantial control, 
they’re able to keep the hate in check and infil- 
trate Unchanged settlements to unleash those 
buried impulses to brutal effect. Danny is re- 
cruited to become one such “suicide hater,” but 
he has motives of his own: his five-year-old 
daughter Ellis has also been turned and is being 
held captive in one of these ghettos by her 
mother. Now, Danny will stop at nothing to be 
reunited with her. 

So, yes, it’s a touching father and daughter 
story, with eviscerated bellies and defenestrated 
corpses aplenty. Moody maintains the same 
brisk pace as in his previous book, deftly inter- 
cutting between Danny’s perspective and that 
of a huddled group of Unchanged, who are un- 
aware they're on a collision course with our 
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VAMPIRES, WEREWOLVES, 
ZOMRIES: compendium MSNSTttUW 

Suzanne Schwalb 
and Margaret Rubiano 
Peter Pauper Press 
This guide cannot teach any- 
thing new to a true slayer of the 
undead (if you don’t already 



know to kill a vampire with a stake through the 
heart, you're in the wrong business) but Bruce Wald- 
man's beautiful maps and Illustrations, plus an ex- 
tended Transylvanian travel section, make this 
pocket-sized monster compendium worth packing 
for easy reference on your next fateful mission. 

JESSA SOBCZUK 


BITES: SCARY STORIES TO 
SINK YOUR TEETH INTO 

Lois Metzger, ed. 

Scholastic 

Vampires, werewolves and 
shape-shifters, oh my! Middle- 
schoolers in search of some 
monster scares could certainly 
do worse than this 115-page, 
seven-story collection. Edgier and more graphic than 
many titles for this age group. Bites includes tales 
about a pair of teenage grave- robbers, a pack of were- 
wolves who think humans are a myth and a bully who’s 
way scarier than any boogeyman. Perfect for your 
favourite pint-sized horror fan. 

MONICA S. KUE8LER 



FEED 

Mira Grant 
Orbit 

Feed, the first installment of 
the Newsflesh trilogy, is set in 
a world where the zombie up- 
rising is not only reality - it’s 
daily news. Fifteen years after 
the outbreak, a pair of blog- 
gers reporting on the 2040 
presidential campaign uncover an undead medical 
conspiracy of horrifying proportions. This 600-page 
tome holds a few choice scenes of zombie-laden 
horror, but quickly buckles under the weight of its 
bulky political plot and repetitive technical details. 

JESSA SOBCZUK 




anti-hero. And while Dog 6/ootf also ends on a grim cliffhanger, it’s a dead certainty that, unlike 
last time, we’ll be looking forward to the next installment’s caustic conclusion with anticipation. 

BRAD ABRAHAM 


SILVER SCREAM VOLUME TWO: 

4D CLASSIC HORRDR MOVIES 1941-1951 

Steven Warren Hill 

Telos 

Know even a little about classic horror? Then you certainly won’t need Steven Warren Hill’s 
Silver Scream series of rudimentary viewing guides, which are best suited to neophytes and 
the uninitiated. Following up on his 2009 volume dedicated to the 1 920s and ’30s, Hill hand- 
picked 40 notable horror titles from the 1 940s for this attractively designed yet anemic genre 
overview, which compiles rehashed information, familiar stills and frivolous commentary. 

Clogged with Universal Monster sequels and poverty row schlock, the 1940s were a neb- 
ulous period for horror, and one that deserves a thorough overview in context of the volatile 
politics of the period. But if you're looking for thoughtful analysis, keep searching, as Silver 
Scream is mostly a data gathering exercise. Hill’s nine- or ten-page summaries may be crisply 
written and concise, but they come off like glorified IMDb.com entries. He breaks each film 
down into familiar categories such as plot, memorable quotes, goofs and trivia, and includes 
lengthy, highly skippable biographies of cast and crew members. Tellingly, the info that Hill 
includes in the book is often dwarfed by the additional material available on the actual IMDb. 
For example, the book lists four goofs in The House of Frankenstein, while IMDb notes eight. 
So why include any at all? 

A few interesting tidbits can be culled from Silver Scream, such as quotes from vintage 
newspaper reviews and brief paragraphs on each film’s genre context. But Hill’s critical as- 
sessments are too often disappointingly free of insights: he mostly discusses whether he 
liked the performances, music and direction, before tossing out an arbitrary ranking. And Hill 
does himself no favours by capping each entry with a short review from another viewer, usu- 
ally his wife, which typically amounts to “I didn’t enjoy this one too much.” 

That’s not to say that Silver Scream is entirely worthless - it might be an ideal gift for a 
young genre fan unsure of whether to start with Val Lewton or Curt Siodmak. But with robust 
online resources available at the click of a mouse, these kinds of basic video guides have be- 
come largely obsolete. 

PAUL CORUPE 
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by MONICA S. KUEBLER 


N ight - it’s mysterious and ominous, things go bump in it 

AND IT’S WHEN THE MONSTERS AND DEVIANTS COME OUT TO PUY. 

It’s also the theme for the eleven tales that comprise Philip Nutman’s 
new short fiction collection Cities of Night 
While Nutman may not yet be a household name in genre fiction, he's cer- 
tainly been prolific in horror. After kicking off his career as a journalist at the 
age of fifteen, he went on to gamer a Bram Stoker Award nomination for Su- 
perior Achievement in a Rrst Novel for his 1 993 book Wet Work, and has since 
also pursued comics and screenwnting, where he is best known for penning 
the screenplay for the punishing 2007 adaptation of Jack Ketchum’s The Girl 
Next Door {RM#74}. 

“It's all storytelling,” says Nutman about writing for so many different 
mediums. “Some stories are more visually oriented and lend themselves 
to movies, and some buggers just insist on being shorter. Every story in- 
sists on its own length.” 

While each of the tales in Cities of Night (out now from ChiZine Publi- 
cations) stands alone, several common threads run through the book. 
Firstly, expect plenty of unreliable narrators; Nutman's gritty stories are 
heavily populated with the hopeless, down- 
trodden, desperate and ill - it’s clear he 
prefers human monsters and the horrors borne 
of those actively courting ruin or unable to es- 
cape it. “Probably because there is a part of 
me who is a miserable, depressive shitbag and 
I relate to these types of characters.” he kids, 
also suggesting it could just be the influence 
of Charles Dickens and Thomas Hardy. (Not 
surprisingly, more than one of these tales ends 
with a finger on a trigger.) 

"Don't ever trust any of my protagonists or 
antagonists." Nutman warns. "They are usu- 
ally liars, drunks or chain-smoking alcoholic 
sex addicts." 

Another constant throughout the book is the 
clairvoyant character Jamie Hurst, who ap- 
pears in multiple tales and provides what could )■ H L 
be described as a rough framework for the col- BM H H H ^ 

lection. The anthology opens with a story that I H H ^ 

foreshadows his death, and closes with one I H HJ 

that sees that premonition become reality as I ^ ^jjjjp 

the Big One hits LA. In betv^een. several narra- 
tives hone in on other points in his life. ' Full 


Throttle” concerns Jamie’s premonition of his teen brother's violent ve- 
hicular death, which he experiences repeatedly and physically, but is 
seemingly unable to stop. It reads like a slow-motion trainwreck; you 
know what's coming, you know it is going to be graphic and brutal, but 
you simply can't look away. Readers catch up with the character again 
years later in “Blackpool Rock." Jamie, now a journalist, physically expe- 
riences the kidnap and torture of the Elvis impersonator he is sent to in- 
terview. As a result, he’s the only one who can save him. 

“Jamie is me," Nutman confesses. “He is the young, idealistic writer, a 
teenage dreamer who made his dreams a reality. I always knew if I did this 
collection, I would have to write the third part of his story. As i explain in 
the interview with Selena Chambers (who provided the book’s supple- 
mental material] - which is only going to appear in the signed, limited-edi- 
tion hardcover - the events depicted in ‘Full Throttle' are 80 percent true. 
I revived Jamie for ‘Blackpool Rock’ because he wouldn't go away and 
seemed the ideal voice as a ‘reliable’ narrator for that story, which is a 
homage to Graham Greene’s strange short fiction and to one of my 
favourite novels. [Greene’s] Brighton Rock." 

Other tales in the volume concern the sexually 
zombifiedd). a man who's stalked by an unseen en- 
tity (though whether it is real or a delusion is kept 
deliberately ambiguous), and there’s even a story 
that explores fictional vampire hunter Van Helsing's 
monster-fighting origins ("Love Sells the Proud 
Heart’s Citadel to Fate"). Comic book fans will re- 
joice that Hellboy appears in "A Mother Cries at 
Midnight. " which was originally commissioned for 
the Hellboy: Odd Jobs short fiction anthology, and 
is Nutman’s favourite work of the last ten years. 

The plot sees Big Red attempting to rescue a sci- 
*HIL!P NUTMAN entist's child, who has been abducted by a mythi- 

cal creature known as La Llorona. 

When asked to reflect on how his fiction has 
evolved over the past two decades. Nutman is can- 
did: "I was good - very good - when I started. Ed- 
I ^ (tor Ellen Datlow told me I had a real voice. I was 

LhS reviewed in The New York Times Book Review. 

^ which freaked me out. Now I am so much better. 
HP ^ H There is no substitute for age and experience. 'Age 
H before beauty, pearls before swine.' I am no longer 
a spring chicken, but I am definitely worth more 
than a pig. 5 



THE IMPORTANCE OF TEEN SCREAMS 

P eopid often ask why I am so fasciiialecl with horror 
111 general, and young adult ("YA") horror in partic- 
ular. I suppose It has a lot to do with what I did and 
didn't have as a child. 

I did - at least until her death when I was seven - have 
a mom who gifted me with her love of reading and the 
genre. She introduced me to the macabre via a book of 
dark (olkloie called Tales of the t/ncan/j/tHamlyn, 1 976) 
and daily after-school Doctor Who viewing sessions. I 
was hooked on monsters from the get-go and since I was 
never the soil ol kid who got nightmares or had any delu- 
sions about fantasy vs. reality, I don't think she ever 
thought to censor my intake. 

After she passed away, literature provided an escape 
from the heavy real-world stuff. And that’s exactly why. 
unlike my peers. I never worshipped at the altar of Judy 
Glume - I didn’t want to read about real life. So I read 
whatever genre stuff I could get my hands on. includ- 
ing Stephen King. Clive Barker and 
James Herbert. By age fourteen I 
had finished their respective back 
catalogues. 

While devouring their work un- 
doubtedly did wonders for my read- 
ing comprehension (and I certainly 
dug the grue), it admittedly wasn't 
the best way to learn about sex. rape, 
and other adult issues my ten-year- 
old mind hadn't otherwise been extensively exposed to 
yet. And that's probably the best thing to come out of the 
current YA boom; a stepping stone. Kids can get all the 
monsters they want in narratives that approach life's 
sensitive subjects in an age-appropriate manner. Mean- 
ing helicopter parents can feel less threatened by their 
offspring exploring the genre. 

Furthermore, teen titles have come a long way since 
tlie rise of R.L. Stine and Christopher Pike in the late '80s. 
when publishers suddenly realized there was a horror- 
hungry youth market just waiting to be tapped. They have 
become gorier and more sophisticated and just so hap- 
pen to be exactly what I was pining for 25 years ago. The 
kid I was would have completely lost her shit over Dar- 
ren Shan's Demonata and Cirque du Freak series, been 
fascinated by the parasitic research that's interwoven 
into the vampire mythology of Scott Westerfeld’s Peeps 
and probably would have dipped her toes further into 
Eastern European folklore after indulging in Richelle 
Mead's Vampire Academy books. Today's best YA genre 
titles are not merely disposable entertainment dumbed 
down for their youthful audiences (the Monster Kid label 
no longer applies), they are fully developed horror narra- 
tives in their own right, which might explain why so many 
adults have fallen under their spell of late. For me. much 
of it is indulging my inner child - 25 years on. but you 
know what they say. better late than never, 

MONICA S. KUEBLER 



EMPIRE OF SALT 

Weston Ochse 
Abaddon 

It takes more than a raging horde of zombies to make a good novel. 

Thankhjily, Bram Stoker Award-winning author Weston Ochse has not re- 
lied solely on the presence of the living dead to capture an audience in Em- 
pire of Salt He’s used his own experience as an Intelligence Officer for the 
US Army to inform his narrative on a technical level, then infused the whole 
ttiing with a believable emotional resonance. Ochse’scharacters behave like 
real people, and while you may not always like them, you’ll certainty relate 
to them and their struggles. 

When the Oliver family moves to Bombay Beach all hope of making a 
new home in the small seaside community quickly dissolves when they notice a rotting smell 
coming from the sea. It also doesn’t help that the place is full of eccentric residents and a com- 
plete lack of cellphone reception. Then, the rumours of things that come from the salt-satu- 
rated water become reality when, one after another, the townspeople are consumed by a stirring 
mass of sea-dwelling undead. The Olivers would leave, but poor drunk Dad’s gone missing, so 
instead the rest of the family hunkers down with the remaining villagers and hopes for the best. 

Due to the emotional intensity that Ochse brings to the narrative (even the minor characters 
are well-rounded), there are times when Empire ofSaJt is almost unbearable to read, but also 
impossible to put down - you care about the players in the story that much. A particularly 
poignant example comes in the form of a starving woman who is trapped in a room for days 
with her dog, which is, much to her dismay, suddenly appetizing to her. Ochse manages to make 
these sorts of scenarios authentic for the reader by getting inside his characters’ heads and ex- 
ploring the (often grisly) potential outcomes. 

This is the seventh novel published under &ie Tomes of the Dead b3s\m, Abaddon Book’s own 
collected series of zombie-themed novels, and its very existence is proof positive that the sub- 
genre shows little sign of waning. In fact by upping the bar with his tale of undead antagonism, 
Ochse challenges future authors to follow suit and keep the subgenre of roaming revenants 
going strong. 

JESSASOBCZUK 

ONE BLOODY THING AFER ANOTHER 

Joey Comeau 
ECW 

Joey Comeau’s enjoyable but flawed debut about supematurally influenced 
family dysfunction bares gnashing teeth and metaphors aplenty. At a sparse 
163 pages, the book is more novella than novel, wifli many blank sheets di- 
viding the chapters. But the empty pages serve a purpose; for attentive read- 
ers who can recall the children’s “flip books” of yesteryear, there is a hidden 
game to be found, which adds something of a novelty feel to this release. 

For his story, Comeau switches between three interconnected plots that 
centre on best pals Jackie and Ann, which act as complex metaphors for so- 
cial dysfunction. For instance, Jackie has a mother who develops an indis- 
criminate, unexplained taste for flesh that her daughter attempts to satiate - often by stealing 
babies for her mom to snack on. Meanwhile, fellow teen hellion Ann is crushing on Jackie, while 
grieving her own mother’s passing via a series of violent outbursts. And their elderly neighbour 
Charlie sees a headless phantasm on his daily dog-walking rounds, which is desperately trying 
to communicate a message. Eventually, the trio of stories builds to a bloody conclusion that rat- 
tles all of the characters' lives. 

While nihilism dearly underlies Comeau’s social satire - introverted but undeserving char- 
acters frequently die tragically - the author still attempts to pull at readers’ heart strings by es- 
tablishing sympathetic characters. Damaged Jackie, for example, is in over her head while 
trying to run a household, and ends up crossing moral lines to do it, while bereaved Ann becomes 
convinced that she’s seeing her mother’s ghost. However, despite their tragedies, Jackie and 
Ann aren’t terribly likeable. Rather, the girls, who both harbour damning and dangerous secrete, 
seem like sociopaths-in-the-making, which ultimately works against Comeau’s desire to make 
readera connect with them. 

As a result. One Bloody Thing leaves the reader feeling sorry for everyone, but doesn’t pro- 
vide enough character development before its gory finale to deliver the one-two punch it so 
desperately needs. Jackie and Ann’s angst although dubiously ironic, is believable, but their tale 
is ultimately lacking and will leave readers as unsatiated as Jackie’s zombie mom. 

JAMES K. MORAN 




0 56 





IfisgsBSEi IPig£sCfl IPiMSJMiysii© Jf fejaaa 


"A PLEASURE TO . "PaEFENROTH 

T„h'h.«.ow 

M.' INNOVATIVE 


If you pick 

THIS BOOK UP 
YOU WILL NOT 
BE ABLE TO PUT > 


IT DOWN. 

— Horror Society 


liRIAMM a!stO.\ iS 


INTELLIGENT ‘ T*S23Pfr 

WRITERS OF """ "1 

ZOMBIE - I 

FICTION." 

— Horror Fiction Review 


4r MO^T ONUN^ 

i^oofK-^ro^e.^, xoi//^ loml e^oafK-^e-ue.^. 


Metal and Hajxicore news, reviews, interv iews, 
video, music and more at exclaim.^ 






2 n most venerable cities across Europe, 
tour guides in black capes and silk top 
hats pander for tourists’ attention, each 
one eager to lead visitors through dark al- 
leys and tell ghostly tales and reveal the legends of 
their urban centres. But in Dublin, a city steeped 
in both history and the supernatural, ghost tours 
are conducted in style on the world’s only Ghost 
Bus. 

Having been in operation for over fifteen years, 
the Ghost Bus is virtually a Dublin institution. Every 
evening at dusk, a purple double-decker bus, its 
sides painted with a cowled figure holding aloft a 
candelabrum, pulls up along O’Connell Street, 
Dublin’s main thoroughfare, one block north of the 
iconic General Post Office (which is still riddled 
with bullet holes from the 1916 Easter Uprising). 

The bus’ interior decor is suitably atmospheric. 
Eerie music drones from speakers as passengers 
board and examine the exhibits on the vehicle’s 
lower level, which speak to Dublin’s ghastly past. 
One such display gives details about the Irish Hell- 
Fire Club, a group of wealthy young rakes who 
were active in the mid-18th century. They de- 
lighted in general debauchery: drinking, gambling, 
orgies and, it is said, the occasional black mass. 
The music continues as the passengers find 
their seats in the upper deck. The ceiling of the bus 
is painted to resemble ribbed Gothic vaulting 
and the windows are adorned with red vel- 
vet curtains. Anyone who has been on a 
ghost tour understands ttie importance of at- 
mosphere; drawing the curtains to block out 
the bustle and electric lights of the modem 
city is an Ingenious way of transporting 
passengers back to the Dublin of yester- 
year. 

Because the Ghost Bus utilises different 
guides, and they are permitted to impro- 
vise, no two tours are ever the same. This 
evening, our host is a professional actor, 
and while he is dressed entirely in black, 
he thankfully does not look as if he’s a 
fugitive from a Victorian funeral party. 


history, supernatural terror and the blackest of 
gallows humour. He introduces us to Francis 
“Blood-on-the-Tyres" Schumacher, his Igor-like 
bus driver, and we screech away from the curb. 

Rumbling through the streets of Dublin, our 
guide begins weaving tales of the spectral and 
macabre. 

First up is a story involving the origins of the 
Ghost Bus itself. We pull back the curtains to find 
ourselves on O’Connell Bridge. In front of us lies 
the Liffey River. Before the bus was decommis- 
sioned from the city's public fleet, it ferried 
Dubliners from one side of the city to the other, al- 
ways crossing over the Liffey at this bridge. Dur- 
ing this time, a conductor by the name of Henry 
Ward saw a strange apparition: a woman in a 
beige overcoat who was dripping wet from head 
to toe. Instead of handing over her fare, she 
pressed a small medal depicting St, Christopher, 
the patron saint of travellers, into his palm. When 
the conductor looked up again, she had vanished. 
It was only later that he discovered she had been 
killed in an accident when her car went into the 
Liffey along the quays not far from O’Connell 
Bridge. 

Between stops, our guide tests our knowledge 
of horror films and literature, and even plays a 
genre soundtrack version of Name 
That Tune. 


We next open the bus’ curtains on Trinity Col- 
lege, Dublin’s esteemed university. We are re- 
minded briefly of one of its former students, 
Ireland’s most famous horror writer, Dublin na- 
tive Bram Stoker. Stoker grew up on the city’s 
north side. As a child, his mother Charlotte told 
him morbid tales of the cholera epidemic of 1 832, 
and the myriad horrors she had witnessed first- 
hand, such as starvation and premature burial. 
Charlotte Stoker's vivid stories are often said to 
have been an influence on his novel Dracula. 

As the Ghost Bus rounds the corner at St. 
Stephen’s Green, Dublin’s most popular park, our 
guide tells us that this particular spot once served 
as a stage for public executions during the Re- 
bellion of 1798. And the executioner was one of 
the city’s most despised; Lieutenant Edward Hep- 
penstall, who was given the moniker “Walking 
Gallows." Heppenstall stood nearly seven feet 
tall, and instead of a rope, he would sometimes 
use his silk cravat to strangle his victims - al- 
ways without the aid of a gibbet. His epitaph 
sums it up: “Here lies the bones of Heppen- 
stall/Judge, jury, gallows, rope and all." To this 
day there are still strange reports of choking sen- 
sations felt at the comer where Heppenstall plied 
his trade. Our guide tugs at his own collar, loos- 
ening it slightly, and the bus continues on. 

Passengers are allowed to disembark twice 
during the tour, both times at lonely and unfre- 
quented corners of Dublin. We first exit the 
bus at St. Kevin’s Park, a for- 



Pfiotos by Monica S. Kuebler 


mer graveyard with a roofless ruin of a tiny church at 
its centre. The gates are locked with an iron chain, 
but our guide produces a key from inside his pocket, 
and ushers us through. We are told various stories 
here, most having to do with the Resurrectionists, 
more commonly known as body-snatchers. 

Prior to the Anatomy Act of 1 832, bodies for med- 
ical research were, severely limited, as only the 
corpses of murderers could be used. As such, fresh 
burials were habitually exhumed from Dublin church- 
yards and cemeteries to fill the Increasing need of 
the nearby Royal College of Physicians. Using a vol- 
unteer, our guide gives us a crash course in “stiffy- 
lifting,” during which he shares long-forgotten trade 
secrets, such as using a long pole to search for fresh 
graves (because a lantern would alert the cemetery 
guards), and only uncovering the top half of the cof- 
fin, because the body can then be pulled through the 
hole by attaching a hook to the mouth. Following the 
tutorial, we wander the small churchyard, snap pho- 
tos and reflect on this grisly business, before making 
our way back to the bus. 

After driving past the graveyard at St. Patrick’s 
Cathedral, where we are told the tale of a new 
bride’s premature burial, and another about the 
ghost of Archbishop Narcissus Marsh, who allegedly 
haunts the nearby library (the oldest in Dublin), we 
arrive at our final destination: the rear of St. Audoen's 
Church. We pull up alongside one of the last re- 
maining sections of Dublin’s medieval city walls. 
Above the arched gateway is a sign that gives the 
date of 1 240 A.D. Just beyond the gate are the Forty 
Steps that lead to the top of the hill on which the 
church is buift. Our guide begins the final story of the 
evening. 

In the courtyard between the gateway and the 
Forty Steps, two nuns claim to have witnessed a pro- 
cession of ghostly figures covered from head to toe 
in filthy rags. Horrified by the sight, they fled the 
courtyard. When they regained their composure and 
returned, they could find no trace of the apparitions. 
As it turns out. this gate at the rear of the church was 
once known as the Leper’s Gate. Lepers were not al- 
lowed to enter the medieval city, and so these poor 
souls congregated at the gate to receive alms (do- 
nations to the poor) - a custom they also apparently 
maintain in the afterlife. 

As Francis drives us back to O’Connell Street, our 
guide sings a macabre folk song about death and 
dying, a parting gift so that we don’t soon forget our 
nocturnal journey through the spooky streets of 
Dublin. It’s interesting to note that the claim of being 
the world’s only Ghost Bus has never been disputed, 
so the next time you’re in Ireland, climb aboard - 
there is always room for one more soul! 

The Dublin Ghost Bus Tour leaves from the Dublin 
Bus Head Office (59 Upper O'Connell Street) Monday 
to Thursday at 8 p.m.. Friday at 8 p.m. and 8:30 p.m., 
and Saturday and Sunday at 7p.m. and 9:30 p.m. Ad- 
mission is 25.00 Euros for the two-hour-and-fifteen- 
minute tour. More info at dublinsightseeing.ie. 9 
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LIFE SUCKS AND THEN YOU DIE 


H orror i-rLMs arl ^^GR^: 

• THAN EUFR, E5UT TOO OFTEN THIS 
HILISM DOESN'T SERVE A PiJRP&oc. 
Without the context of a compelling 
story, they run the risk of becoming 
merely cinematic endurance tests. This month: 
two relentlessly downbeat indie films struggle to 
rise above their shocking intent. 


Specialite du chef is a stylized 26-minute 
splatter short by baby-faced French filmmaker 
Gregory Sacre. It opens with a man {Ludovic 
Bergaut) regaining consciousness, only to dis- 
cover that he’s hanging from the ceiling of a 
meat locker by a chain attached to a metal plate 
screwed into his face. His hands are tied behind 
his back and he's naked save for a pair of briefs. 
A similarly bound man and a woman hang be- 
side him. He slips the ropes and pries the plate 
from his face, freeing him- 
self. He then staggers into 
a room equipped with 
saws, anatomy charts and *jClB 

a blood-spattered table, 
hiding when an Asian man ' - 

comes in to clean up. 

After later dispatching ck a 

him, our hero stumbles into 3^ 

another room, occupied by 
other zombified captives, 
one of whom viciously as- 
saults him. The man barely escapes detection by 
two other (again, Asian) men who run in to beat 
and stun their captives with cattle prods. Even- 
tually he manages to climb a flight of stairs into 
the kitchen of a restaurant. 

Meanwhile, a woman (Christine Bruneau) re- 
turns home from a trip and discovers her hus- 
band is missing; his last known whereabouts a 
restaurant she promptly visits. The conclusion is 
painfully obvious. 

Hackneyed plot aside, Sacre makes good use 
of a small space and a smaller budget. The 
makeup, gore effects (which include a particu- 
larly nasty face fry) and set designs are suit- 
ably lurid - colour-saturated cinematography 
considered. 


Specialite du chef 


he intends to film. After much torment of the 
women, Roy decides to help himself to one, stab- 
bing her to death when she fights off his lecher- 
ous advances. This raises the ire of Grone, who 
shoots him in the head for defying him. Grone 
then decides to step-up production of his mag- 
num opus, which will be the first true movie. 

Through the film, he narrates the events in a 
studied monotone, reading from his journals and 
offering much insight into his warped psyche. 

Like Sacre, director/co-writer Sean Tretta was 
just a film student when he made this. 
Given his relative inexperience, this is 
IfiVi rather accomplished in a micro-bud- 
get, shot-on-video way. Grone is well- 
fleshed out and rings fairly true, his 
I j|:.\ dynamic with Roy nicely reminiscent 
of that of Henry and Otis in the serial 
MK, killer classic Henry: Portrait of a Se- 
J Ji rial W//er(1986). Marsh and Hutman 
|/ acquit themselves well as the mur- 
derous duo but are just too young to 
be really believable, a pitfall common 
in amateur films. More accomplished is the cin- 
ematography and editing. 

This Well Go USA release sports a nice 
anamorphlc transfer and includes a commentary 
track, a twenty-minute Making Snuff Film fea- 
turette, three bonus snuff scenes, and a gory, 
black-and-white industrial music video for Hard- 
wire’s “Flesh." 


Specialite du chef ls the flagship release of 
new French imprint Oh My Gore! . The R2 PAL disc 
is packaged in a handsome, slim digipak and in- 
cludes a commentary track. 66-minute mak- 
ing-of featurette, stills gallery and trailers for 
, two future releases. Unfortunately, only the 
film has English subtitles. 


The Greatest American Snuff Film is a re- 
vamped director's cut reissue of The Great 
American Snuff Film (2003). It’s touted as 
^ being based on the real-life 
" story of William Allen Grone, 

who allegedly kidnapped, tor- AMI 
tured and murdered two young 
women for the snuff film he dreamt 
of producing. While a dramatization, 
a two-minute Super 8 murder clip » ‘ i 
from Grone’s actual snuff film is in- W 

eluded at the end. Yeah, right. 

Grone (Mike Marsh) and his dim- 0k 
witted accomplice Roy (Ryan Hut- 
man) spend a night partying in a 
trailer with the two girls and a boyfriend. They re- 
turn the next morning to claim their catch, shoot- 
ing the boyfriend in the head and pistol-whipping 
the girls. They load them into a van then take 
them to Roy’s junkyard, burying the boyfriend’s 
corpse in the desert and locking the girls in a 
shed. Roy’s ready for raping right away, but 
Grone holds him off while he plans out the deaths 
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REVIEWS BY KEITH CARMAN. MARK R. HASAN. AARON VON LUPTQN. 
SEAN PLUMMER AND TREVOR TUMINSKI. 



CLASH OF THE mmma 
TITANS (2D1D) 

Ramin Djawadi 
Sony 

Unlike Laurence Rosenthal's ebullient 
and adventuresome score for the orig- 
inal 1981 Clash of the Titans, Ramin 
Djawadi’s take for the 201 0 remake is 
firmly rooted in contemporary music 
with slight evocations of ancient 
Greece. There are some effective ten- 
der moments in the score, which is 
generally bassy bombast and the or- 
chestral/electronic fusion style pio- 
neered by Hans Zimmer and his old 
Media Ventures troupe, but cuts such 
as “Bring Everything (But the Owl)" 
are too thematically cyclical. A ten- 
minute-long grungy guitar/pulse track. 
“Be My Weapon" by co-composer Neil 
Davidge, sounds great, but it’s stylis- 
tically out of place among Djawadi's 
cues, which are clearly built around 
bass tones, ethnic instrument samples 
and percussion clusters. While there's 
neither horrific imagery nor edgy writ- 
ing in this updated and upconverted 
Clash, Djawadi knows how to craft 
firm, urgent action cues, and the 
sweeping string and choir passages 
give this score a rudimentary epic 
scope. MRH 



SHIVER 

Fernando Velazquez 
MovieScore Media 

Composer Fernando Velazquez (The 
Orphanage) once again illustrates the 
rich orchestral writing that is coming 
out of Spain with this 62-minute 


album, which provides a vivid glimpse 
of his power in crafting tension and at- 
mosphere through the use of familiar 
techniques. There’s nothing new in 
using dissonance, or creating eerie, 
shimmering motifs that arc and glide 
from strings to brass and percussion, 
but they’re applied sparingly here, and 
as part of an overall musical story that 
evokes humanism under deadly threat. 
Throughout the score, Velazquez uses 
a specific low-range, industrial vibra- 
tion to offset his pretty main theme, or 
as a lead-up to a snarl of unsavoury 
brass in the more aggressive cues. Mis 
main theme is very lyrical, which 
makes the statements on woodwinds 
and French horn exceptionally lovely. 
As a contrast, the more assaultive cues 
often snap out from low-range textures 
("Alone in the House”) and thicken 
with chilling density. A gorgeous little 
shocker. MRH 



THE NOTHING LIKE 
VAUDEVILLE SHOW 
Various Artists 

Swinging Cane Productions 
The successes of the Evil Dead and 
Tox/c Avenger musicals, not to men- 
tion the cult which has popped up 
around Repo! The Genetic Opera, in- 
dicate that horror audiences are will- 
ing to tap their toes as well as shudder 
in their skins. So the decision by 
Cleveland brothers Ted and Kurt Sikora 
to reissue the 1995 cast recording of 
their mildly macabre musical Nothing 
like Vaudeville is not necessarily un- 
wise. The somewhat sketchy story, 
about a disfigured boy who learns to 
embrace his freakdom, is told through 
a series of enthusiastically performed 
rock songs in a style akin to German 
composer Kurt Weill joining The Resi- 
dents. Butttie horror elements -zom- 
bies (“From the Graveyard”), a 
necrophiliac wax museum owner 
(“Wax Museum”), a dual-natured psy- 
chiatrist (“Son of Mr. Hyde") - seem 


shoehomed into the tale, as if to justify 
all the creepy organs and spooky 
synths. The Sikoras’ intention to film 
Nothing like Vaudeville seems ambi- 
tious, but stranger things (hello, Repoti 
have happened. SP 



DIEMONSTERDIE m 

Fall to Your Knees 

Dr. Cvaops Records 
T he Salt Lake City quartet of shirtless 
man-monsters returns with its sixth 
album of high-octane horror punk and 
its influences shamelessly tied to the 
members’ sleeves. Sporting higher 
production values than DMD’s last 
couple of efforts, Fall to Your Knees 
finds singer Zero Delorean occasion- 
ally trading his syrupy vampire croon 
for a much more interesting, smoother 
rendition of Lemmy Kilmister’s rough 
bellow - it sounds as if he swallowed 
a gulp of softly polished stones rather 
than tobacco-crusted gravel. Lengthy 
song titles such as “A Priest and a 
Zombie Rent a Fishing Boat as 
Friends" (which cribs Misfits’ “Skulls" 


pretty hard) showcase the band’s 
funny bones, but there are some solid 
cuts here, namely “Dead Flowers,” 
“The World Needs Monsters" and “The 
Dead Shall Inherit the Eartti.” The band 
still sounds like Type 0 Negative with 
Glenn Danzig on tambourine, but this 
monster is finally beginning to reveal 
an ugly head all its own. TT 



OTHERS !MI 

Blame it on the Boogie 

Dr. Cyclops Records 
Considering Others’ frontman Marquis 
DeBlood runs the social networking 
site horror-punks.com by day and 
plays in two spook rock bands by night 
(he's also in Bloodsuckingfreaks), it's 
fair to say his Binghamton, NY trio is no 
stranger to the horror punk scene. 
Since 2002, the band has released a 
lengthy string of DIY albums that claim 
to be gothic metal but sound closer to 
crusty gutter punk merchants Bun- 
choffuckinggoofs. Call it what you like, 
it's still surprising they didn't clean up 
the production on their latest, Blame it 
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PROPHECY (1979) mum™® 

Leonard Rosenman 

Film Score Monthly 

Esteemed modernist composer Leonard 
Rosenman is responsible for a pair of superb 
orchestral scores written for two of the best 
bad movies around - The CarfDon’t let Bowen 
hear you say that! - ed.] and the pus-oozing, 
mutant bear idiocy of Prophecy. Rosenman's 
brand of serial orchestral writing often suited tough-to-pin-down stories and 
characters. He just had a knack for building a sense of terror of the unknown 
with a classical sheen, which is v\^y Prophecy even functions as a small con- 
cert work. The mood veers from ferocious waves of flittering brass to tender 
pauses weighed by semi-tragic strings. Fleeting moments of warm harmonic 
passages are ephemeral, and are often slashed apart by barbed brass chaos. 
Unlike the boneheaded movie, Rosenman’s Prophecy is a sincere work, and 
that alone is why his writing for the horror genre is often remarkable. MRH 
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PEIERSTEE 1962-2010 


"Loving yon was like loving the dead. ” 

TYPED NEGATIVE 


Everybody dies. Even the young, the beautiful, the talented. But man, 
2010 has been particularly brutSI for the sudden deaths of musicians. 
First, the suicide of troubled songwriter Mark Linkous of Sparklehorse 
(47). Then, the fata! heart attack of cult pop star Alex Chilton (59). Mys- 
terious (urn, probably drug-related) undoings of Avenged Sevenfold -- 
drummer The Rev, a.k.a. James Owen Sullivan (28), and indie brat Jay 
Reatard (29). Not to mention the loss of punk pioneer Malcolm McLaren 
to a rare asbestos-related cancer (64). And then, in the middle of the 
night on April 1 4, tweets that Peter Steele of Type 0 Negative had passed 
away. 

Steele, singer and bassist for the legendary Brooklyn-based goth-metal 
band, had “faked” his own death on the internet back iri 2005. But this 


time, the rumours were true. Dead at 48. Heart failure. Oh, my. 

Of the millions of goth girls who worshipped Peter Steele, I'll admit I 
wasn’t one. To me, Type 0 was corny and Steele in particular too homy, like 
some kind of hair metal band dipped in fake blood. Even his ode to goth- 
dom, the hit “Black No. 1,” is so... cheezeball. But I appreciate how he 
brought horror-themed heavy doom to MTV and how albums such as 
Bloody Kisses October RusttiuiW a bridge between Black Sabbath and 
the soon-to-be art metal of bands such as Sunn O))) in an era of nii-metal 
stupidity. I too marvelled at his hulking 67” stature and his below-baritone 
vocals - and the way he used both to monstrous effect. He was like the 
Boris Karloff of rock. And he did have credibility - playing in the ’80s thrash 
band Carnivore - to counter that ridiculous Playgirl centrefold. 

Steele also had, as they say in the biz, “demons.” Depression, addic- 
tion and paranoia weren’t just lyrical fodder for him, they were the foun- 
dations of his psyche. He was a rock star with stage fright, after all. And 
in the aftermath of his death I realized that his juvenile, chauvinist jokes 
were one way to deal with the discomfort of being in the spotlight. (He 
also just liked to piss people off, a quality I greatly ad- 
mire. even if that pissed-off person is myself.) But 
even in the depths of his infinite melancholy (see: 



the albums World Coming Down and Life is Killing 
Me), Peter Steele never failed to entertain. 

It is evident in recent interviews that his 
morbid sense of humour was on display 
until the end, even when addressing 
the hard shit, such as his.incarcera- 
tion for drug possession, where he 
found Jesus (seriously!). His un- 
timely death, coming after he had - 

cleaned himself up and was get- 
ting ready to record, may have 
been the ultimate prank, but it is 
still a source of great sorrow, 

LIISA LADOUCEUR 


THE BLOOD SPATTERED GUIDE CAN BE HEARD WEEKLY ON RUEMORGUERAOtO COM 


on the Boogie. Speaking of lazy, they 
printed the Wikipedia entry on “Bo- 
geyman" under the CD tray, presum- 
ably explaining their inspiration for this 
album. C’mon guys, really? There are 
some monstrous riffs and pleasingly 
raw aggression, but there’s just no 
getting past the barely audible record- 
ing job and sketchy vocals. For how 
proactively DeBlood and co. have ded- 
icated themselves to horror, you'd just 
expect more progression. AVL S 



SQULFLY IMi 

Omen 

ROADRUNNER RECORDS 
Pressing “play" on this disc ignites an 
auditory explosion as Max Cavalera’s 
familiar Brazilian bark comes in full 
bore at the one-second mark of 
“Bloodbath & Beyond.” Plus, its an- 
themic refrain of “The river runs red!” 
makes for an immediate earworm mat 
will burrow into your skull. Tack Omen 
onto the growing list of killer albums 
Cavalera has issued with Soulfly, the 
band he began after leaving thrash leg- 
ends Sepultura in 1996. Though they 
faftered early on with Piimitive and Hi, 
Soulfly has been bleeding out classics 
ever since. "Rise of the Fallen" and 
“Lethal Injection" - where Cavalera 
trades vocals with the strained yowl of 
Dillinger Escape Plan’s Greg Puciato 
and Danzig's Tommy Victor, respec- 
tively - and “Jeffrey Dahmer," the mu- 
sical ode to the notorious cannibalistic 
serial killer, show Soulfly isn’t just be- 
coming increasingly violent. The band 
is also building on the history of strong 
songwriting that Cavalera has show- 
cased since Sepulture’s influential 
masterworks, Arise and Roots. TT 



WORMFOOD 

Cthulhu Rising 

WoRMFOOD Horror Media 

The first in a series of albums dedi- 


cated to H.P. Lovecraft’s fictional 
cosmic entity, Cthulhu Rising is the 
creative offspring of former Penis 
Flytrap contributor/all-around geek 
Lucifer Fulci. Moody yet aggressive, 
the album’s five songs - minus a 
meandering introduction - are im- 
pressive bouts of hammering thrash- 
influenced death metal, with grotesque 
vocals clearly intended to represent the 
hideous, scaled beast referenced in the 
album title. While the spirit and techni- 
cal ability is undeniable, most of the 
songs surpass the five-minute mark 
and frequently overstate their point. 
More importantly, however, the record- 
ing quality fails to bolster the music 
as well as it should. Yes. subpar pro- 
duction values can sometimes set the 
mood, but just because the mythical 
abomination that it’s based upon hails 
from the murk, doesn’t mean the 
album should sound like it was 
recorded there. Interesting but rather 
thin, Cthulhu Rising is a great concept 
that suffers from its presentation. 



KERASPHORUS 

Cloven Hooves at 
the Holocaust Dawn 

NuaEAR War Now! 

This debut four-song EP from former 
Order From Chaos/Angelcorpse 
member Pete Hetmkamp’s new out- 
fit Kerasphorus is one vicious slice of 
blackened death metal. Much of this 
is predictable, delivering nothing 
more than Heimkamp’s trademark 
raging blast beats, overt cacophony 
and gurgling, scorched vocals. Still, 
while the album's nineteen minutes 
are an exercise in uniting old school 
Mayhem with the ferocity of Napalm 
Death, the trio shines brightest (or is 
that bleakest?) when it settles into 
Entombed-style chug riffs heavy 
enough to power the devil’s locomo- 
tive. Kerasphorus may be a novice 
project, and this is but a small sample 
of the band’s audio darkness, but 
with Heimkamp’s veteran leadership, 
the band shows enough promise on 
Cloven Hooves that it could eventu- 
ally achieve horror metal excellence, 
KC 






DUTCH RETRO-ROCK 
OCCULT BAND 



OU DON’T NEED A WORKING KNOWLEDGE OF SATANISM AND 
KABBALISTIC TRADITION TO APPRECIATE AN INTBIVIEV ; WITH 
SELIM LEMOUCHI, BUT IT HELPS. 

The guitarist and creative mastermind of the Dutch occult 
rock band The Devil’s Blood, who goes by “SL” professionally, 
peppers his interview answers with mystical phrases such as “the ener- 
gies of SitraAchra,” “the bloodline of the snake" and “KallYuga.” SL, you 
see, is a practicing (and rather learned) Satanist, and his band, as he him- 
self writes, “is the seminal fruit of my worship of the Adversary" - that 
would be Satan - “and his path.” 

After a series of singles and EPs, the first full-length “fruit" of his band’s ef- 
forts Is The Time of No Time Evermore, just released on Van Records. With 
lengthy guitar solos and soaring, full-throated vocals pro- 
vided by SL’s sister, known only as "F" (SL: “She’s a cunt. 

I love her dearly.”), its ten songs hearken back to the dark, 
folky rock lore of classic ’70s groups such as Led Zeppe- 
lin, Jefferson Airplane and Heart. Witchy numbers includ- 
ing “House of 10,000 Voices" and “Feeding the Fire with 
Tears and Blood" sound as if they're pressed on vinyl and 
will have you feeling like you dropped acid and woke up at 
a seance. SL, a former music journalist who started the 
band in Eindhoven with his Satan-loving sibling in 2006, 
has coined the term “hor- 
describe 

> the group’s sound. 

. “[It’s a] tongue-in-cheek gesture to- 

. Itk ward journalists who seem, like Adam 

mPIs ^ V in Eden, to need to categorize and 

^ label everything they encounter," he 
♦ I explains. “We make music that deals 

? with what is to most people horror, yet 
^ our music is filled with our soul.” 

^ The single greatest influence upon The 

^ Devil’s Blood, though, is rock ’n’ roll 

— eccentric Roky Erickson. Per- 


haps best known to horror movie audiences for the song “Burn the Flames" 
(which plays during Frank’s self-cremation in The Return of the Living Deact\. 
Erickson is a recovering schizophrenic whose 1 981 album The Evil One mines 
macabre themes similar to those in The Devil’s Blood’s music. 

“His entire persona and all the music he has made, and indeed is still 
making, speaks for itself,” SL says. He discovered Erickson in the mid- 
’90s when Swedish death metallers Entombed covered The Evil One's 
“Night of the Vampire." 

“Of course they took the vaudevillian undercurrent in the lyrics and ran 
with it by making it into something amusing and gleeful,” he points out, “but 
there was something about those chords, that harmony at the end and the 
words that chiiled me to the bone." 

Despite his musical debt to the past, SL refuses to clas- 
sify his band as refro. Or for that matter, modem. “Musi- 
cally, I don't consider The Devil’s Blood to be anything other 
than what it is: a rock ’n’ roll band,” he states, adding, “The 
entire subject of modernity versus classicism on all levels 
gives me a migraine headache.” 

Lyrically, SL examines the deceptive nature of God wor- 
ship (“Christ or Cocaine"), the dark glories of following 
Satan's path (“The Anti-Kosmik Magick,” “I’ll Be Your 
Ghost”) and other diabolical proceedings (“The Yonder 
Beckons") but declines to explain further. “I would urge peo- 
ple towards what is in there but cannot light their way.” 

The Devil’s Blood play live shows as a six-piece, without stage banter. They 
are often candlelit and feature F wearing a gown and all of the band members 
doused in stage blood. The theatrics of their performances, which SL refers 
to as “rituals” rather than concerts, are quickly gaining the band a cult fol- 
lowing - so to speak. 

“They are meant, as we aim, to open small yet insidious doorways within 
the psyches of the onlookers, a moment of tiniest revelation perhaps. A mo- 
ment where the road foiks and a choice must be made: you can either enter 
into a new adventurous path or remain a slave on the path of order. We try to 
invoke energies that allow for this revelation to take place. The energies of 
Sitra Achra, the other side, that flow from the Tree of Death which is the 
shadow of the Tree of Life. Satan’s blood flows through the branches and into 
the fruits, which are the fruit of our labour." 

A final question, then: if The Time of No Time Evermore could have a real 
impact upon the world and the way people think, what would you want it to 
be? SL’s answer is simple: “Total death.” 
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GAMES REVIEWED BY ANDREW LEE 

HIGHEST nMING IS THREE 


MONSTER HUNTER TRI 

Wii 

Capcom ^ 

The monsters are out there and they’re 
coming for you! So grab your shield and 
sword, as well as your axe, bow-gun and 
lance, and don’t forget to pack your 
Speedo, because you’re taking the battie 
underwater. 

This is the third offering in the extremely 
popular Monster Wonter franchise, and the 
first one available for the Wii. For those unfamiliar with the series, it’s ba- 
sically a hunt-or-be-hunted affair where players take on an impressive va- 
riety of sharp-clawed, teeth-gnashing monsfrosities. 

In the latest installment, you are a novice hunter trying to save a 
quaint seaside village from the fearsome sea serpent Lagiacrus. But 
before you can take on the beastie, you must build your social stand- 
ing and upgrade your armour and weaponry by tackling side missions 
that are important to the villagers, including planting crops, collecting 
monster manure, gathering materials to rebuild the fishing boat fleet 
and vanquishing smaller threats. Many of these quests take place in 
the surrounding countryside, which features a vividly rendered forest 
and an active volcano among its locates. 

The game can be a bit boring, especially when you are forced to walk 
around collecting items and gathering info, but the ability to completely 
customize your hunter's appearance (down to pink panties and a mohawk!) 
along with the intense battle sequences, make it all worthwhile. 

Your final mission is to defeat the Lagiacrus, and if going up against it 
underwater isn’t daunting enough, it generates an electrical charge that’ll 
fry you real good, Filet-o-hunter anyone? 





► ZOMBIE DBIVER: 

SLAUGHTER 

PC -DLC Update ^ 

Exor Studios 


One thing has always nagged me 


about zombie games: Why run from 
place to place when you can just hop in a vehicle and drive over all those 
shuffling pusbags? 

Back in 2009, that question was answered with the release of Zombie 
Driver, a game in which players piled into fully upgradeable cars and 
trucks, loaded them up with machine guns and flamethrowers, then went 
on a killing spree that turned zombies into flesh-slushies. 

This free, downloadable expansion pack offers five new environments, 
including an industrial harbour, a park and a crowded urban centre. There 
are also three new weather conditions: night, fog and dusk, which help 
make your scary-ass drive even scarier! 

Rich, textured graphics and a chugging rock guitar soundtrack make 
this a frenetic, iiber-fun game that you’re going to want to play over and 
over again. Remember: you can’t spell slaughter without laughter. 


N.Y. ZOMBIES 

iPhone ^ 

Foursaken Media 

Well, it finally happened. New York City has been 
overrun by brain-munching zombies. And it’s up 
to iPhone users to save the day. 

With an impressive arsenal of weaponry at 
your fingertips, including baseball bats, ma- 
chetes, machine guns, sniper rifles and land- 
mines, you’ll tackle twenty levels of intense 
blood-spattering action while battling deadites in 
subway tunnels, abandoned highways and the al- 
ways-terrifying streets of the Big Apple. 

Dragging your finger across the screen allows you to look around, while 
tapping it lets you choose a weapon. By wasting the undead and saving sur- 
vivors, you earn money that can be used to upgrade weapons, but frie main 
aim of the game is to kill as many zombies as possible. 

The graphics are somewhat chunky and dated, and the scares few and 
far between, but N. Y. Zombies is still a gory romp that will leave your iPhone 
soaked in blood. Pocket-sized mayhem ahoy! 
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LUCIFUGE 


O ne year prior to Nirvana's Wever/n/nd sounding the death knell on the final lip- 
stick-smeared gasps of glossy ’80s metal. Glenn Danzig’s namesake band 
would release its second album, Danzig II: Lucifuge. Legendary producer Rick 
Rubin reportedly set out to extrapolate on the stripped-down approach of 
their first collaboration, the band’s rock-solid debut, simply titled Danzig. While the 
quartet's first effort has retroactively moved more units than Lucifuge (largely on the 
strength of a live version of '•Mother'’reieased in the mid-’90s). it's on this second 
album (released on Rubin’s own imprint, Def American) that the former Misfits front- 


man honed his trademark dark blues sound and showed he truly had a new musical 
cross to bear. Rubin was still making a name for himself, but his resume already 
boasted such future classics as Slayer's Reign in Blood and The Cult’s Electric. His love 
of AC/DC’s Back in Black album was certainly apparent in the spacious, punchy pro- 
duction style of Danzig, and the adoption of numbered titles on Lucifuge - which 
would continue right through to Danzig's seventh album - was both a nod to Led Zep- 
pelin and an indication that the group knew it had created a record that would res- 
onate. 

Danzig has never called it a concept album, but taking its title from the Latin verb 
lucifugere - roughly translating to “flee from the light" - sacrilege is clearly on the 
docket. The record is rife with religious imagery; the band photo inside the album 
sleeve is set in an inverted cross, and a quote included in the liner notes from the 
King James version of the Bible - "Ye are of your father the devil, and the lusts of 
your father ye shall do" (John 8:44) - cast little doubt as to the singer’s allegiances. 

From opening cut, “Long Way Back from Hell,” the growth in the group’s musical 
style was obvious. Danzig's bruised baritone, sounding like the hellspawn of The 
Doors' Jim Morrison and Elvis Presley, waits a plaintive warning that once you go 
black, you can never go back, particularly not with him in tow. Moving away from the 
dry, back-alley pomp of the debut, the band's thundering groove is looser and Danzig's 
bayou howl sounds like he genuinely just returned from down below. 


Not letting up, "Snakes of Christ” emerges from the ether before guitarist 
\ , : John Christ’s last note from the opener has even fully decayed, making 

i'- ^ the first two tracks a joint composition not unlike Zeppelin's one- 
1 ^ two punch of "Heartbreaker" and “Living Loving Maid (She’s Just 




a Woman)" from Zep's own sophomore album. Here, Danzig reworks the classic 
riff from "Twist of Cain" and force-feeds the devoted their own divine lyrics 
straight from holy books while dispelling religion as a "world of lies." No one 
else had delivered such anthemic evil using blues-soaked hard rock before 
(though Stone Temple Pilots would shamelessly pinch the riff for their breakout 
single “Sex Type Thing" a few years later). Sure, plenty of heavier bands had 
crucified religion, but Danzig wasn’t screaming his message or pounding it into 
your skull with double-kick drums. He was tapping into the pure swampy evil that 
got ’50s blues singers such as Howlin’ Wolf and Muddy Waters growling and 
bringing it to the rock world. Look no further than Lucifuge’s “Killer Wolf," 

Danzig's riff on Howlin' Wolf’s 1 961 classic number “Back Door Man." in which 
he lyrically shape-shifts into a wild dog who’ll "curl up next to you when you're 
all alone." 

Danzig's admiration for Presley is no better illustrated than on the acoustic 
"I’m the One." which imps The King's own “Trouble.” (Later on in his career. 

Danzig would cover the Presley number on the Thrall: Demonsweatlive EP.) It’s 
this, the album’s foreboding centrepiece, which kicks off Lucifuge's sexually 
charged second act. including “Her Black Wings," a steady, rhythmic riff that 
weaves an erobc tale of angel seduction; “Blood and Tears." another dark and 
tender ode of blue-eyed soul; and “Devil's Plaything," which coyly boasts, “Got 
a flame burns inside / If you don’t wanna burn, just walk on by / And the pain 
you're feeling now / Is nothing compared to the pleasures I hide.” 

With Lucifuge. the skull-belted singer not only challenged the standard por- ’ 
trayal of horror and dark religious imagery in music, he delivered his darkness 
without dipping his brushes into the usual palette of crushing doom, angst and 
distortion. By mixing sexual tension, desire and the dark arts into a bluesy hard 
rock gumbo, Danzig showed that his dedication to horror could transcend musi- 
cal genres and continue to influence scores of modern rock bands from Queens _ 
of the Stone Age and Slellastarr*. to goth-tinged acts such as AFI, Type 0 Neg-'*^ " 


ative and HIM, just as he did with Misfits and horror punk a decade earlier. 

TREVOR TUMINSKl ^ 
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